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SONGS, BALLADS, 

&c. 



Vol. II. B 



THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH: 

I BALLAD ALLUDING TO A STORY RECORDED OF 

HER, WHEN SHE WAS PRISONER AT 

WOODSTOCK, 1554. 

V V ILL you hear how once repining 

Great Eliza captive lay ? 
Each ambitious thought refigning, 
Foe to riches, pomp, and Iway ? 

While the nymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride ; 
Envying joys by others flighted, 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd : 
B 2 
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" Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 
Who would bid thofc fcenes adieu ? 

Stranger to the arts of malice, 
Who would ever courts purfue ? 

Malice never taught to treafure, 
Cenfure never taught to bear : 

Love is all the fhepherd's pleafure ; 
Love is all the damfel's care. 

How can they of humble flation 
Vainly blame the powers above ? 

Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Pow'r nor chance can thefe reftrain ; 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven ! 

Only purefl; on the plain ! 
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Peers can no fuch charms difcovery 
All in (lars and garters dreft. 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his breafl;. 

Pinks and rofes in profufion, 

Said to fade when Chloe's near ; 

Fops may uie the fame allufion ; 
But the ihepherd is fincere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail ; 

Cowflips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo fprightly, look fo fair ; 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo void of care. 
3 
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Would indulgent hcav'n had granted 

Me fome rural damfePs part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my fhepherd's heart. 

Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains. 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 
Fearleis taifle the cryftal fountains ; 

Peaceful deep beneath the grove. 

Ruftics had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had envy'd me when living ; 

None had triumphed o'er my tomb." 
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NANCY OF THE VALE. 

A BALLAD. 

Ncriru Galatea I thymo mihi dulcior Hyblct I 
Candidior cygnis I hcdcrd Jormofior alba I 

IMITATION. 

O Galatea, Nereus* blooming child. 
More fwect than thyme by * Hybla bees exhal'd, 
Fairer than fwans, more beauteous to behold 
Than ivy's pureft white. 

X H E weftem iky was purpled o'er 

With every pleafing ray : 
And flocks reviving felt no more 

The fultry heats of day : 



" Hybla — a mountain in Sicily, famous for producing the 
eft honey. 
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When from an hazel's artlefi bower 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 

He blefl the fcene, he blefl the hour, 
While Nancy's praife he fung. . 

*^ Let fops with fickle falfhood range 

The paths of wanton love, 
While weeping maids lament their change, 

And faddcn every grove : 

But endlels bleflings crown the day 

I faw fair Es ham's dale ! 
And every blefTing find its way 

To Nancy of the Vale. 

'Twas from Avo n a's banks the maid 

DifFus'd her lovely beams ; 
And every ihining glance difplay'd 

The naiad of the ftreams. 
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Soft as the wild-duck's tender young. 

That float on Avok's tide ; . 
Bright as the water-lily, fprung, 

And glittering near its fide. 

Frefh as the bordering flowers, her bloom ; 

Her eye, all mild to view ; • 
The little halcyon's azure plume 

Was never half fo bliw. 

Her fliape was like the reed (b fleek, 

So taper, ftrait, and fair ; 
Her dimpled (mile, her blufhing cheek, 

How charming fweet they were f 

Far in the winding Vale retired. 

This pecrlels bud I found ; 
And fhadowing rocks, and woods conipir'd 

To fence her beauties round. 
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That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fb fweet ! 

Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Condu6b my wandering feet ! 

Gay lordlings fought her for their bride, 
But ihe would ne'er incline : 

" Prove to your equals true, fhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 

'Tis Strep HON, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good-will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill." 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the conftant fair ; 
To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 
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And when this vow fhall faithlefs prove, 

Or I thofe charms forego ; 
The ftream that faw our tender love, 

That ftream fhall ceafe to flow. 



ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

X WA S in a cool Aonian glade, 
The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil, 
Had fought refrefhment from the fhadc ; 
And flretch'd him on the moflfy foil. 

A vagrant mufe drew nigh, and found 
The fubtle traitor tad aflccp ; 

And is it thine to fnore piofound, 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? 
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But hufli ■ from this aufpicious hour, 
The world, I ween, may reft in peace ; 

And robb'd of darts, and ftript of pow'r, 
Thy peevifh petulance decreaie. 

Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide — 

When the Caftalian fount fhe faw, 
And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 

That magic fount— ill-judging maid ! 

Shall caiife you foon to curfe the day 
You dar'd the ftiafts of love invade ; 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 

For in a ftream fo wonderous clear, 
When angry Cupid fearches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 
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Too foon they were ; and every dart, 
Dipt in the muie's myftic fpring, 

Acquired new force to wound the heart ; 
And taught at once to love and fing. 

Then farewell ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre ; 

And echo alks no Tweeter fong. 

SONGS, 

WRITTEN CHIEFLY BETWEEN THE YEARS 
1737 AND 1742. 

SONG I. 

X TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were fmall, my flocks were few ; 
While faultering accents fpoke my fear. 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 
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Of crops deftroy*d by vernal cold, 
And vagrant fheep that left my fold : 
Of thefe ihe heard, yet bore to hear ; 
And is not Flavia then (incere ? 

How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and fhed a generous tear ; 
And is not Flavia then fincerc? 

How, if (he deign'd my love to blefs, 
My Flavia muft not hope for drels ; 
This too (he heard, arid fmil*d to hear ; 
And Flavia fure muft be fincere. 

Go fhear your flocks, ye jovial fwains. 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
DefpoiPd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavia's love fmccre. 
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SONG II. 

THE LANDSCAPE. 

XaOW pleas'd within my native bowen 

Ere while I pafs'd the day ! 
Was ever fccne fo deck'd with flowers ? 

Were ever flowers fo gay ? 

How fwectly fmird the hill, the vale. 

And all the landfcape round ! 
The river gliding down the dale ! 

The hill with beeches crown'd ! 

But now, when urg'd by tender woes 

I fpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and flream my zeal oppofe, 

And check my fond career. 
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No more, (ince Daphne was my theme. 
Their wonted charms I fee : 

That verdant hill, and filver ftream, 
Divide my love and me. 



SONG III. 

JL £ gentle nymphs and generous dames. 

That rule o'er every Britifh mind ; 
Be fure ye footh their amorous flames, 
Be fure your laws are not unkind. 

For hard it is to wear their bloom 

In unremitting fighs away : 
To mourn the night's oppredive gloom, 

And faintly bleis the rifing day. 
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And cruel 'twere a free-bom fwain, 
A Britifti youth ftiould vainly moan ; 

Who, icornful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fleel, 
Could e'er thofe gallant minds fubdue. 

Who beauty's wounds with pleafure feel, 
And boall the fetters wrought by you. 



SONG IV, 

THE SKY- LARK. 

(jrO, tuneful bird, that glad'ft the fkies. 
To Daj»hne*s window fpeed thy way; 

And there on quiv'ring pinions rife. 
And there thy vocal art difplay. 
Vol. II. C 
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And if (he deign thy notes to hear. 
And if fhe praife thy matin fong, 

Tell her the founds that footh her etr. 
To Damon's native plains belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plunies array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ihine ; 

But aik the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 

Then bid her treat yon witleis beau. 
And all his flaunting race with fcom ; 

And lend an ear to Damon's woe. 
Who lings her praife, and fings forlorn* 
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SONG V. 



Ah I ego run aUter trifles eoincere morbos 
Optarem^ quam tejic quoque velleputem. 



IMITATION. 



Why (iiould I wifh to banilh fore difeafe, 
Unlels returning health my Delia pleafe ? 



\J N every tree, in every plain, 
I trace the jovial fpring in vain ! 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faft my waning vigour flies. 

Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That fmile on others, fmile on me ; 
Mine eyes from death fhall court repofe, 
Nor fhed a tear before they clofe. 
C 2 
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What blifs to me can feafons bring ? 
Or, what the needlefs pride of fpring ? 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier. 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

*Tis true, my vine fo frefh and fair 
> Might claim awhile my wonted care ; 

My rural ftore fome pleafui^e yield ; 
So white a flock, fo green a field ! 

My friends, that each in kindnefs vie, 
Might well expcfl one parting figh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear ; 
For when was Damon infincere ? 

But ere I afk once more to view 
Yon fetting fun his race renew, 
Inform me, fwains ; my friends, declare, 
Will pitying Delia join the prayer? 
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SONG VI. 

THE ATTRIBUTE OF VENUS. 

IeS; Fu lv I a is like Venus fair ; 
Has all her bloom, and (hape, and air : 
But ftill, to pcrfcft cv'ry grace, 
She wants — ^the fmile upon her face. 

The crown majeftic Juno wore, 
And Cynthia's brow the crefcent bore, 
An helmet mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But fmiles diftinguifh'd beauty's queen. 

Her train was fbrm'd of fmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves ! 
And from her zone, the nymph may find 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 
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Then fmilc, my fair ; and all whofc aim 
Afpircs to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ftone, 
Shall take their f<mxis from you alone* 
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JL HE lovely Delia fmiles again! 

That killing frown has left her brow ; 
Can flic forgive my jealous pain, 

And give me back my angry vow? 

Love is an April's doubtful day : 
Awhile we fee the temped low'r ; 

Anon the radiant heav'n furvey, 
And quite forget the flitting fhow'n 
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The flow'rs, that hung their languid head. 
Are bumifh'd by the tranfient rains ; 

The vines their wonted tendrils fjpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 

The fprightly birds^ that droop'd no leis, 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind. 

In every raptur'd note, expreis 
The joy I feel— when thou art kind. 



SONG VIII. 1742. 

W HEN bright Roxana treads the green, 

In all the pride of drels and mien ; 

Averfe to freedom, love and play. 

The dazzling rival of the day : 

None other beauty flrikes mine eye^ 

The lilies droop, the rofes die. 



24 SONGS, BALLADS, &C. 

But when, difclaiming art^ the fair 
Aflumes a foft engaging air ; 
Mild as the opening morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free and gay : 
The fcene improves, where'er fhc goes, 
More fwcetly fmilc the pink and rofc. 

O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy fhepherd infincere ; 
Pity a wild illufive flame. 
That varies objefts Hill the fame : 
And let their very changes prove 
The ncvcr-vary'd force of love. 
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SONG IX. 1743. 
valentine's day* 

lis faid that under diftant ikies*, 
Nor you the faft deny ; 
What firft attra8;s an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his deity. 

Perhaps a lily, or a rofe, 

That fhares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking Twain difclofe 

The regent of the day. 

Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, 
May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 

Where blooms the fov'reign flow'r. 



SO'UCSf BALLADS, &C« 

PerchM on the cedar's topmoll bough, 
And gay with gilded wings, 

Perchance, the patron of his vow, 
Some artleft linnet (ings. 

The fwain furveys her pleas'd, afraid, 
Then low to earth he bends ; 

And owns upon her friendly aid 
His health, his life depends. 

Vain futile idols, bird or flow'r. 
To tempt a votary's pray'r ! 

How would his humble homage tow'r 
Should he behold my Fair ! 

Yes-^might the pagan's waking eyes, 
0*er Flavia's beauty range. 

He there would fix his lading choice^ 
Nor dare^ nor with to change* 
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SONG X. 1743. 

X H £ fatal hours are wonderous near. 
That, from thefe fountains, bear my dear ; 
A little fpacc is giv'n ; in vain : 
She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain. 

A little fpacc, for me to prove 
My boundlefs flame, my endleis love ; 
And like the train of vulgar hours. 
Invidious time that fpace devours. 

Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 
No eaftern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes afide. 
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The chief, that knows of ruc|;ours nigh, 
And fees his mangled legions die, 
Cafls not a more impatient glance, 
To fee the loitering aids advance. 

Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To fee fome'friend's familiar face. 
Or meet a parent's laft embrace 



She comes— but ah ! what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair inclofe ; 
Oh ! better hadft thou fhun'd the green, 
Oh Delia ! better far unfeen. 



Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my (ighs, by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free— 
'Tis more than death to part from thee ! 



SONGS} BALLADS, &C. 89 



SONG XL 1744. 

• 

X ERH APS it is not love, faid I, 
That melts my foul when Flavia's nigh; 
Where wit and fenfe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polifh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find ; 
The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wifti the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear ; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts difpel— it is not love — 



^.t ■■* 
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Oh ! when did wit fo brightly (hine 
In any fonn lels £air than thine ? 
/%^ It i» .. — ^it is love's fubtle fire, i ^is^^Vi^^C 
^\Aiid under iriendfhip lurks defire. 

^iJNC'd r^:^^/:'A' ja,-^'//-^f^ 

SONG XII. 1744. 

\J * E R defert plains, and rufhy meets, 

And withered heaths I rove; 
Where tree, nor fpire, nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 

But tho* my path wercTdamaik'd o'er 

With beauties e'er fo fine ; 
My bufy thoughts would fly before 

To fix alone—on thine. 
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No fir-crown'd hUls cou'd give ddight. 

No palace pleale mine eye : 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unmov'd, fliould Eaftem kings advance. 

Could I the pageant lee : 
Splendor might catch one fcomful glance. 

Not (leal one thought from thee. 



SOHG XIII. 

THB scholar's RELAPSE* 

l5 Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 
Where whifper'd the beech, and where murmur'd the 

riU; 
I vow'd to the mufes my time and my care, 
Sbce neither could win me the (miles of my fair. 
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Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I 
And De L I a's lov*d name fcarce efcap'd from my to: 
But if once a fmooth accent delighted my car, 
I fliould wifh, unawares, that my Delia might 

With fairef): ideas my bofom I ftor'd, 
Alluiive to none but the nymph I ador'd ! 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd, 
K The deeper impreflion fhe made on my mind. 

So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 
I ftill muft my Delia's dear image renew : 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the muies are all in alliance with love. 



SONGS, BALLADS, &C, ^3 



SONG XIV. 

TH£ ROS £-BU D. 

uEE} Daphne, fee, Flore lio cry'd. 
And learn the fad efFe6b of pride ; 
Yon flielter'd role, how fafe conceaPd ! 
How quickly blafted, when reveal'd ! 

The fun with warm attraftive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 
A gale fucceeds from Eaflem fkies, 
And all its blufhing radiance dies. 

» 
So you, my fair, of charms divine, 

Will quit the plains, too fond to (hinc 

Where fame's tranfporting rays allure, 

* Tho* here more happy, more fecure. 

Vol. IL D 
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The breath of fome neglefled maid 
Shall make you figh you left the (hade ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As, to the rofe, an Eaftem wind. 

The nymph reply'd — You firft, my fwaii 
Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
One envious tongue alike difarms, 
You, of your wit, me, of my charms* 

What is, unknown, the poet's (kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 
Or what the rofe's blufh, unfecn ? 
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SONG XV. 

WINTER. 1746. 

IN O more, yc warbling birds, rejoice : 

Of all that checr'4 the plain, 
Echo alone preferves her voice. 

And (he— repeats my pain. 

Where'er my love-fick limbs I lay, 

To fliun the rufhing wind, 
Its bufy murmur feems to fay, 

" She never will be kind !" 

The naiadsj o'er the frozen urns, 

In icy chains repine ; 
And each in fuUen filence mourns 

Her freedom loft, like mine ! 
D 2 
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Soon will the fun's returning rays 
The checrlefs froft controul ; 

When will pelenting Delia chafe 
The winter of my foul ? 



SONG XVI. 

DAPHNE 'S VISIT, 

X E birds ! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay falute my love: 
My Daphne with your notes detain : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 

Ye flow'rs ! before her footfteps rife ; 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ; 
That (he your opening charms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 
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Kind Zephyr f brufli each fragrant flow'r. 
And fhed its odours round my bow'r : 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 
Shall I, from thee, refrefhment find. 

Ye ftreams ! if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native founds improv'd. 
May each foft murmur footh my fair : 
Or oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds, 
May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ; 
Or thou (halt prove her Damon's tomb. 
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SONG XVII. 

WRITTEN IN A COLLECTION OF BACCHANil 
SONGS. 

■/xDIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wine ; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Difcem him (Iruggling in the bowl. 

Nor yet is hope fo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought fo tedious grown. 
But limpid (b^am and (hady tree 
Retain, as yet, ibme fweets for me. 

And fee, thro' yonder filent grove. 
See yonder does my Daphne rove ; 
With pride her footileps I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 
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The fole confufion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes infpire : 
I fcorn the madnefs you approve. 
And value reafon next to love. 



SONG XVIII. 

imitated from the FRENCH* 

JL £ S, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray'd. 
But ftiort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter (he run ; 
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun I 
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion mull prove, 
So fatal to beauty, fo killing to love ! 
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Yes, thefe are the meadows, the flirubs and the plains, 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pains ;' 
How many foft moments I fpent in thb grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ; and how fervent my love I 
Be ftill tho*, my heart ! thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I ftray'd amid fountains and bow'rs 

Or loiter'd behind and colle6led the flow'rs ! 

Then breathlefs with ardor my fair one purfu'd. 

And to think with what kindnefs my'garland fhe view*d ! 

But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er ! 

Fain wouldft thou forget thou muft love her no moxe. 
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JEMMY DAWSON. 

A BALLAD ; WRITTEN ABOUT THE TIME OF HIS 
EXECUTION, IN THE YEAR 1745. 

v^* O M E liften to my mournful tale, 
. Ye tender hearts and lovers dear ; 

Nor will you fcom to heave a (igh. 
Nor need you blufh to ftied a tean 

And thou, dear Kitty, peerlefs maid, 

Do thou a penfive ear incline ; 
For thou can ft weep at every woe ; 

And pity every plaint — but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain ; 

And well he lov'd one charming maid, 
And dearly was he lov'd again. 
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One tender maid, fhe lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damfel came ; 

And feultlefs was her beauteous form. 
And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curie on party's hateful ftrife, 
That led the favor'd youth aftray ; 

The day the rebel clans appeared, 
O had he never (een that day ! 

Their colours, and their fafli he wore, 
And in the fatal drefs was found ; 

And now he mufl that death endure, 
Which gives the brave the keened wound. 

How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemmy's fentence reached her car ! 

For never yet did Alpine fnows 
So pale, or yet fo chill appear. 



•ONGS, BALLADS, &€• 43 

With faultering voice, (he weeping faid, 
O Dawson, monarch of my heart ; 

Think not thy death (hall end our lovesp 
For thou and I will never part. 

Yet might fweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to Jemmy's woes ; 

O George, without a pray'r for thee, 
My orifons fliould never clofe* 

The gracious prince that gave him life^ 
Would crown a never-dying flame ; 

And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to lifp the giver's name. 

But tho' he fliould be dragg'd in fcora 

To yonder ignominious tree ; 
He fliall not want one conftant friend 

To fliarc the cruel fates* decree. 
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O then her mourning coach was call'd, 
The fledge mov*d flowly on before ; 

Tho' borne in a triumphal car, 

She had not lov'd her fav*rite more. 

She follow*d him, prcpar*d to view 

The terrible behefts of law ; 
And thelaft fcene of Jemmy's woes, 
. With calm and ftedfaft eye (he faw. 

Diftorted was that blooming face. 
Which (he had fondly lov'd fo long ; 

And ftifled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praife had fweetly fung. 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck. 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'c 

And mangled was that beauteous bread. 
On which her love-fick head repos'd : 
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And ravifh'd was that conflant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For tho' it could its king forget, 

'Twas true and loyal ftill to her« 

Amid thofe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conflant heart to fee ; 

But when 'twas moulder'd into duft. 
Yet, yet, fhe cry'd, I follow thee. 

My death, my death alone can fhew 
The pure, the lading love I bore ; 

Accept, O heaven ! of woes like ours. 
And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal fcene was o'er and paft. 
The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And fighing forth his name, expir'd. 
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Tho' juftice ever muft prevail, 
The tear my Kitty fheds, is due ; 

For feldom (hall {he hear a tale 
^ lad, fo tender, yet fo true. 



A PASTORAL BALLAD, 

IN POUR PARTS, 
WRITTEN 1743. 

Arbujia hundlefquc myria* V i r c. 

EXPLANATION. 

Groves and lowly (hrubs. 

L ABSENCE. 

Y E fhepherds fo cheerful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ; 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray. 
Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
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Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was fo watchful as I ; 
-—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have drove 

With the torture of doubt and detire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the mom. 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

—I have bade my dear Phyllis fareweL 

Since Phyllis vouchfaf 'd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
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I priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ! 

But now they are pad, and I figh ; 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

But why do I languifli in vain ? 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favorite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego. 
What anguifh I felt at my heart ! 

Yet I thought — but it might not be fo— 
'Twas with pain that fhe faw me depart. 
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She gaz'd, as I ilowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 
So fweetly (he bade ttse adieu, 

I thought that (he bade me return. 

The pilgrim that joumies all day 

To vifit fome far-diftant (hrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the feir, 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique 1 bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 



II. HOPE. 

M. Y banks they are furnifti'd with bees, 

Whofe murmur invites one to deep ; 
My grottos are (haded with treesf 
And my hills are white-over with (heep* 
Vol. IL E 
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I ieldom have met with a lo(s, 

Such health do my fountains beftow ; 

My fountains all bordered with mol% 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there CeeUf 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and dear, 

But it glitters with fifhes of gold; 

One would think (he might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have laboured to rear : 

Not a fhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hafled and planted it there. 



I 



/ 
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how fudden the jeflamine ftrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 

What flrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of roles that blow ! 
And when her bright form (hall appear, 

Each bird (hall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

As^fhe may not be fond to reiign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear. 
She will iay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
£ 2 
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For he ne'er could be true, (he avcr'dy 
Who could rob a poor bird of its youhg 

And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such- tendemefs £all from her tongue^ 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold ' 

How that pity was due to— a dove : * 
That it ever attended the bold ; 

And flie calPd it the fifter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure conve}::, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and whatever Ihe fay, 

Methinks I (hould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs! 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? ' 



Dear.it^ons ci (ileace and (hade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafingly ftray'd. 

If aughty in her.abfence, coiild pleafe. 

But where does my Phyllida flray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the fhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the hot of the valleys as fine ; 
The fwains may in manners compare^ 

But their love is not equal to mine. 



III. SOLICITUDE. 

W H Y will you my paflion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I fliew you the charms of my love ; 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
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With her mien (he enamours the brave ; 

With her wit Ihe engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave j 

She is ev'ry way pleadng to me* 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain, 
That will flng but a fong in her praife. 

When he fmgs, may the nymphs of the tow 
Come trooping, and liften the while ; 

Nay on him let not Phyllida frown; 
— But I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Pari del tries in the dance 
Any favor with Phyllis to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind ! 
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In ringlets he drefles his hair, 
And his crook is be-fludded around ; 

And his pipe— oh may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found ! 

'Tis his with mock pailion to glow ; 

'Tis his in fmooth tales to unfold, 
** How her face is as bright as the (how, 

And her bofom, be fure, is as cold. 
How the nightingales labour the flrain, 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.'* 

To the grove or the garden he flrays. 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays, 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet* 
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" O Phyllis, he whifpcrs, more fair, 
More fweet than the jelfamine's flow'r ! 

What are pinks, in a mom, to compare ? 
What is eglantine, after a (how'r ? 

Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is deprived of its bloom ; 
Then the violets die with defpight. 

And the wood-bines give up their perfum 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he fmcies no ihepherd his peer ; 
Yet I never fhould envy the fong, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phyllis the trophy defpife : 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they (hine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
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The language that flows from the heart 
Is a fhanger to Paridel's tongue; 
Yet may (he beware of his art, 
Or ftire I mud envy. the fong. 



IV, DISAPPOINTMENT. 

JL E fhepherds give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my pafiion begun ; 
She fmil'd — ^and I could not but love ; 

She is faitUefs— and I am undone* 

Perhaps I was void of all thought 2 
Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 

That a nymph fo complete would be fought 
By a fwain more engaging than me. 
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Ah ! love cv'ry hope can infpirc ; 

It banifhes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adom'd with a (mile. 

She is faithleis, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witneis the woes I endure, 
Let reafon inftrufl you to fhun 

What it cannot inftruft you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of a higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes ? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my rcpofe. 
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Yet time may diminifh the pain : 
The flow'r, and the (hrub, and the tree. 

Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me* 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, 

The found of a murmuring flream, 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth (hall beCoRYooN's theme : 
High tranfports are fhewn to the fight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace : 
To your deepeft receffes I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beafl^ of the chaie, 
I would vanifli from every eye. 
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Yet my reed (hall refound thro' the grove 
With the fame (ad complaint it begun ; 

How ihe fmil'dy and I could nQt byt love ; 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone ! 



TO A LADY OF QUALITY, 

FITTING UP HER LIBRARY. I738. 

Jl\ H ! what is fcience, what is art, 
Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
Ye trophies which the leam'd purfue 
Through endlefs fruitlefs toils, adieu ! 

What can the tedious tomes beftow, 
To footh the miferies they fhcw ? 
What, like the blifs for him decreed, 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed ! 



SON68| BALLADS, &C 6% 

Sayi wretched fancy ! thusrefin'd 
From all that glads the (unpleft hind. 
How rare that objef^ which fupplies 
A charm for too-difceming eyes ! 

The polifh'd bard, of genius vain. 
Endures a deeper fenie of pain : 
As each invading blad devours 
The riched fruits, the faired flowers. 

Sages, with irkfome wafte of time. 
The deep afcent of knowledge climb ; 
Then, from the tow'ring heights they fcale. 
Behold contentment range— the vale. 

Yet why, Asteria, tell us why 
We fcom the crowd, when you are nigh ; 
Why then does reafon fcem fo fair. 
Why learning then, deferves our care ? 
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Who can unpleas'd your flidves beh(dd. 
While you (b fair a proof unfold 
What force the brighteft genius draws 
From polifh'd wifdom's vaitten laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What flrange perfeftion bids us own 
That blifs with toilfbme fcience dwells. 
And happieft he, who moil excels ? 



UPON A VISIT TO THE SAME 

IN WINTER. I748W 

vy N fair Aster ia's bliisful plains, 
Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we pals the winter's day; 
And charm the duU-ey'd fpleen away I 
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No linnet, from the leaflefs bough. 
Pours forth her note melodious now ; 
But all admire Aster ia's tongue, 
Nor wifli the linnet's vernal fong. 

No flow'rs emit their traniient rays : 
Yet fure AsTERiA'swit difplays 
More various tints, more glowing lines, 
And with perennial beauty (hines* 

Tho' rifled groves and fetter'd ftrcams 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams : 
Aster ia's prefence wakes the lyre ; 
And well fupplies poetic fire. 

The fields have loft their loyely dye ; 
No cheerful azure decks the (ky ! 
Yet ftill we blefe the louring day ; 
Aster lA (miles— ^nd all is gay* 



fOKCS, BALLADS, &C 

Hence let the mufe no more prefiune 
To blame the winter's dreaoy gloom ; 
Accufe his loit'ring hours no more ; 
But ah ! their envious hade deplore ! 

For foon, from wit and friendihip's leign. 
The ibcial hearth, the fprightly vein, 
I go— to meet the coming year. 
On lavage plains, and deferts drear ! 

I go— to feed on pleafures flown, 
Nor find the fpring my lols atone ! 
But 'mid the flow'ry fweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day. 
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WRITTEN IN 
A FLOWER BOOK OF MY OWN COLOURING; 

DESIGNED FOR LADY PLYMOUTH* 1753-4* 

Dtbitcs nymphis opifex corona. H o r . 

IMITATION. 

Con{bru£lor of the tributary wreath 
For rural maids* 

UrING, Flora, bring thy treafures here, 
The pride of all the blooming year; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 
To crown this fair, this peerlefs dame ! 
But ah ! flnce envious winter lours. 
And He well meads refign their flo\y'rs. 
Let art and friendship's joint eday 
Difiufe their flow'rets in her way. 
Vol. II. F 
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Not nature can, herfelf, prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lesbia's hair, 
Whofe temper, like her forehead, fmooth, 
Whofe thoughts and accents form'd to (both, 
Whofe pleafing mien, and make refin'd, 
Whofe artlefs bread, and polifti'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove^ 
Deferv'd and won my Plymouth's love! 
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THE DYING KID. 

Optima quaque dies miftris mortoHbus avi 
Prima Jugit V i r c. 

IMITATION. 

Ah ! wretched mortals we !— our brighteft days 
On flecteft pinion fly. 

j\ TEAR bedews my Delia's eye, 
To think yon playful kid muft die ; 
From cryfbl fpring, and flow'ry mead, 
Muft, in his prime of life, recede ! 

Erewhile, in fpoftive circles round 
She £iw him wheel, and frifk, and bound ; 
From rock to rock purfue his way, 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 
F 2 
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PleasM on his various freaks to dwell, 
She faw him climb my ruflic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure brigli 
And fecm all raviOi'd at the light. 

She tells, with what delight he floods 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then fkip'd aloof with quaint amaze ; 
And then drew near again to gaze. 

She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed ; 
And how with critic face profound, 
And ftedfail ear, devour'd the found* 

His every frolic, light as air, 
Deferves the gentle Delia's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful kid muft die.—- 
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But knows« my Delia, timely wife, 
How foon this blamelefs aera flies ? 
While violence and craft fucceed ; 
Unfair deffgn, and ruthleis deed I 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 

And yield her purple gifts no more ; 

Ah foon, eras'd from every grove 

Were Delia's name, and Strephon's love. 

No more thofe bow*rs might Strep ho n fee, 
Where firft he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 
No more thofe beds of flow'rets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd* 

Each wayward paflion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but infipid age, remain ? 
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Then mourn not the decrees of hte. 
That gave his life (b Cbort a date; 
And I will join my tendeieft fighs. 
To think that youth fo fwiftly flics I 



THE HALCYON. 

W H Y o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo hR, ? 

'Tis all becaufe fhe would not lofe 
Her ^v'rite calm that will not lad. 

The fun with azure paints the fkies, 
The dream rcfle6b each flow'ry fpray ; 

And frugal of her time (he flies 
To take her fill of love and play. 
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See her, when rugged Boreas blows, 
Warm in fbme rojcky cell remain ; 

To feek for pleafure, well fhe knows, 
Would only then enhance the pain. 

Defcend, (he cries, thou hated (how'r. 

Deform my limpid waves to-day, 
For I have chofe a fairer hour 

To take my fill of love and play. 

You too, my Sylvia, fure will own 

Life's azure feafons fwiftly roll : 
And when our youth, or health is flown. 

To think of love but fhocks the foul. 

Could Damon hut deferve thy charms, 
As thou art Damon's only theme ; 

He'd fly as quick to Delia's arms 
As yonder halcyon ikims the ftream. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN TOWARDS THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR V 
TO WILLIAM LYTTELTON, ESQ. 

ri O W blithely pafs'd the fummci^s day ! 

How bright was every flow*r ! 
While friends arrived, in circles gay, 

To vifit Damon's bow'r! 

But now, with filent ftep, I range 

Along fomc lonely (hore ; 
And Damon's bow'r, alas the change ! 

Is gay with friends no more. 

Away to crowds and cities borne 

In qued of joy they fteer ; 
Whild I, alas ! am left forlorn. 

To weep the parting yeari 
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O pendve Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face to fee ! 
When bnguld funs are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
Hafte, Winter, hafte ; ufurp the iky ; 

Compleat my bow'r's decay. 

Ill can I bear the motley caft 

Yon fickening leaves retain ; 
That fpeak at once of pleaTure paft, 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, I gaze around^ 

My diflant fcenes require > 
Where all in murky vapours drown'd 

Are hamlet, hill, and ^ire. , 
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Fail by the dreams he deign'd to praife, 

In yon fcquefter'd grove, 
To him a votive urn I raife ; 

To him and friendly love. 

Yes there, my Mend ! forlorn and fad, 
I grave your Thomson's name ; 

And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 
To found your growing fame* 

There fhall my plaintive fong recount 

Dark themes of hopelcls woe ; 
And fafter than the dropping fount, 
I'll teach mine eyes to flow. 

There leaves, in fpitc of Autumn green. 
Shall fhade the hallow'd ground ; 

And Spring will there again be feen. 
To call forth flow'rs around. 
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But no kind funs will bid me (hare, 

Once more, his fecial hour ; 
Ah Spring ! thou never canil repair 

This lols to Damon's bow'r* 



LEVITIES; 



OR 



PIECES OF HUMOUR. 



FLIRT AND PHIL; 

A DECISION FOR THE LADIES. 

A WIT, by learning well refin'd, 
A beau, but of the rural kind, 

To Silvia made pretences; 
They both profels'd an equal love: 
Yet hop'd, by difierent means to move 

Her judgment, or her fenfes. 

Young fprightly Flirt, of blooming mien, 
Watch'd the befl minutes to be fcen ; 
Went — when his glafs advis'd him : 
While meagre Phil of books inquir'd ; 
A wight for wit and parts admir'd ; 
And witty ladies priz'd him. 
Vol. II. G 
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Silvia had wit^ had fpirits too ; 
To hear the one, the other view, 

Sufpended held the fcales : 
Her wit, her youth too, cbim'd its (hare, 
Let none the preference declare, 

But turn up — heads or tails* 



STANZAS 

TO THE MEMORY OF AN AGREEABLE LAOl 
BURIED IN MARRIAGE TO A PERSON 
UNDESERVING HER. 

A WAS always held, and ever will, 
By (age mankind, difcreeter, 
T' anticipate a leflcr ill. 
Than undergo a greater. 



PIECES OF HUMOUR.' 83 

When mortals dread difeafes, pain, 

And languifhing conditions ; 
Who don't the Icffcr ills fuftain 

Of phyflc— -and phyflcians P 

Rather than lofe his whole eflate, 

He that but little wife is, 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excifes. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone 

For loft (hips not requiting : 
This bears our noble k — , to fhun 

The lofs of blood— in fighting ! 

With numerous ills, in fingle life, 

The bachelor's attended : 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife — 

And much the cafe is mended ! 
G 2 
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Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year^ 

Forefeeing future woe, 
Chofe to attend a monkey here, 

Before an ape below* 



COLEMIRA. 

A CULINARY ECLOGUE. 

Nec tantum Veneris^ quantumjiudiofa culina:, 

IMITATION. 

Infenfible of foft dcfire. 

Behold Colemira prove 
More partial to the kitchen Jire 

Than to \hcfirc of lave* 

N^IGHT's fable clouds had half the globe o'erfpita 
And (ilence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed : 
When love, which gentle deep can ne'er in^ire^ 
Had feated Damon by the kitchen fire. 
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Penfive he lay, extended on the ground ; 
The little lares kept their vigils round ; 
The fawning cats compaflionate his cafe. 
And purr around, and gently lick his face: 

To all his 'plaints the deeping curs reply, 
And with hoarie (horings imitate a figh. 
Such gloomy fcenes with lovers' minfls agree. 
And folitudc to them is beft focicty. 

Could I (he cry'd) cxprds, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-waih'd face ; 
Thou would'ft, CoLEMiRA, grant what I implore, 
And yield me love, or wafh thy face no more* 

.Ah ! who can fee, and feeing not admire, 
Whene'er flic fets the pot upon the fire! 
Her hands out-fliine the fire and redder things ! 
Her eyes are blacker than the pot fhe brings. 
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But fure no ckamber-damfel can compare| 
When in meridian luftre fliines my fair, 
When warm*d with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her goodly cheek the fweat diftils. 

Oh ! how I long, how asdently deflre, 
To view thofe rofy fingers ftrike the lyre I 
For late, when bees to change their climes began, 
How did I fee 'cm thrum the frying-pan ! 

With her ! I fliould not envy G — his queen, 
Tho' fhe in royal grandeur deck'd be feen : 
Whilft rags, juft fever'd from my fair-one's gown. 
In rufTet pomp, and greafy pride hang down. 

Ah ! how it does my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How would that voice exceed the village bell ; 
Wou'dft thou but fing, " I like thee pafling well !' 
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When from the hearth (he bade the pointers go, 
How foft ! how eafy, did her accents flow ! 
" Get out," fhe cry'd, " when ftrangers come to fup, 
" One ne'er can raife thofe fnoring devils up." 

Then, full of wrath, (he kick'd each lazy brute, 
Alas ! I envy'd even that falute : 
*Twas fure mifplac'd, — Shock faid, oi^ ieem'd to (ay. 
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they. 

If Ihe the myflic bellows take in hand, 

Who like thp fair can that machine command ? 

O may'fl thou ne'er by E8*¥i be feen, 

For he wou'd fure demand thee for his queen. 

But (hou'd the flame this rougher aid refufe, 
And only gentler med'cines be of ufe ; 
With full-blown cheeks (he ends the doubtful flrife. 
Foments the infant flame, and puf& it into life. 
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Such arts, as thefe, exalt the drooping firci 
But in my bread a fiercer flame infpire : 
I bum ! I bum I O 1 give thy pufEng o'er. 
And fwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips no more! 

With all her haughty looks, the time I've feen, 
When this proud damfel had more humble been, 
When with nice airs (he hoifl the pancake round. 
And dropt it, haplefs fair ! upon the ground. 

Look, with what charming grace! what winning tricksl 
The artful charmer mbs the candlefticks ] 
So bright fhe makes the candlefticks (he handles, 
Oft have I faid,-— there were no need of candles* 

But thou, my fair ! who never would'ft approve. 
Or hear the tender flory of my love ; 
Or mind, how bums my raging breaft— ^ button- 
Perhaps art dreaming of — a breafl of mutton. 



/ 
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Thus taldf and wept, the fad defponding fwain, 
Revealing to the £ible walls his pain : 
But nymphs arc free with thofe they (hou'd deny ; 
To thofe, they love, more exquifitely coy ! 



Now chirping crickets raile their tinkling voice^ 
The lambent flames in languid flreams arife, 
And fxnoke in azure folds evaporates and dies* 



1 



THE RAPE OF THE TRAP. 

A BALLAD. 1737* 

X WAS in a land of learning, 

The mufes' fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat. 

As — tempt one to be witty. 
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All in a college ftudy. 

Where books were in great plenty ; 
This rat would devour 
More fenie in an hour, 

Than I cou'd write— in twenty. 

Corporeal food, 'tis granted, 
Serves vermin lefs refin'd. Sir; 

But this, a rat of tafte, 

All other rats furpa&'d ; 

And he preyed on the food of the mind, Sir. 

His breakfafl, half the morning, 

He conftantly attended ; 
And when the bell rung 
For evening fong, 

His dinner fcarce was ended ! 
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He fpar'd not cv'n heroics, 

On which wc poets pride us ; 
And wou'd make no more 
Of king Arthur's*, by the fcore, 

Than— all the world bedde does. 

In books of geo-graphy, 

He made the maps to flutter : 
A river or a Tea 
Was to him a difh of tea ; 

And a kingdom, bread and butter. 

But if fome mawkifh potion 
Might chance to over-dofe him, 

To check its rage, 

He took a page ^ 

Of logic — to compofe him— 

^ By Blackmore. 
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A trap, in hade and anger, 

Was bought, you need not doubt on't ; 
And, fuch was the gin, 
Were a lion once got in, 

He cou'd not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheefe, not books, 'twas baited. 
The faft— 111 not belye it— 

Since none — I tell you that-^- 

Whether fcholar or rat. 

Mind books, when he has other diet. 

But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ftiou'd I fmg, or either ? 

Since the rat, who knew the Height, 

Came in the dead of night. 
And dragg'd *cm away together : 
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Both trap and bait were vanifli'd, 

Thro' a fra£bire in the flooring ; 
Which, tho'fotrim 
It now may feem, 

Had thea«-4i dozen or more in* 

Then anfwcr this, ye lages ! 

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye. 
Had the rat which thus did feize on 
The trap^ leis claim to reafon, 

Than many a (cull among ye ? 

Dan Prion's mice, I own it, 

Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat, who merely kam'd 
What rats alone concem'd, 

Was the greater politician* 
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That England's topfy-turvy, 

Is clear from thefe mifliaps. Sir ; 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer uke our vermin. 
But vermin * take our traps, Sir. 

Let fophs, by rats infeftcd, 

Then truft in cats to catch 'cm ; 
Left they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our ftudies ; where, d'ye fee, 
No mortal fits to watch 'em. 

Good luck betide our captains ; 

Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 
And grant that the one 
May quell the SpaniQi Don, 

And the other deftroy our rats, Sir. 

♦ Written at the time of the Spanifti depredations. 
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ON CERTAIN PASTORALS. 

d O rude and tuneleis are thy lays. 

The weary audience vow, 
'Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that fings, 

But 'tis his herds that low. 



ON MR. C OF KIDDERMINSTER'S 

POETRY. 

X HY vcrfes, friend, are Kidderminster* ftufi^ 
And I muft own you've meafur'd out enough. 

* Kidderminster, famous for acoarfe woollen manufadure. 
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TO THE VIRTUOSOS. 

XJL A I Ly curious wights ! to whom fo hii 

The form of mortal flies is I 
Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare, 

Which common knk deipifes. 

Whether o'er hill, morals or mound, 
You make your fportfman Tallies ; 

Or that your prey in gardens found 
Is urg'd thro' walks and allies. 

Yet, in the fiiry of the chafe. 
No flope cou'd e'er retard you ; 

Bleft if one fly repay the race. 
Or painted wing reward you. 
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Fierce as Camilla* o'er the plain 

Purfu'd the glitt'ring ftrangcr ; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleating ftain, 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

Tis you difpcnfc the fav'rite meat 

To nature's filmy people ; 
Know what conferves they chufe to eat, 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And, if her biood of infefb dies, 

You fagc aflifbnce lend her ; 
Can floop to pimp for am'rous flies, 

And help 'em to engender. 

'Tis you proteft their pregnant hour ; 

And, when the birth's at hand, 
Exerting your obftetric pow'r. 
Prevent a mothle& land. 
* SeeViRGiL. 
Vol. II. H 
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Yet oh ! howc'er your tow'ring view 

Above grofs objeds rifes, 
Whate'er refinements you purfue, 

Hear, what a friend advifes : 

A friend, who, weighed with your's, muft p 

Domitian's idle pafllon ; 
That wrought the death of tea zing flies, 

But ne'er their propagation. 

Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm, 
Nor thus your hearts determine 

To (light dame nature's fairefl form. 
And figh for nature's vermin. 

And fpeak with fome refpefl of beaux, 

No more as triflers treat 'em ; 
'Tis better learn to fave one's cloaths. 

Than cherifh moths, that eat 'em. 
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THE EXTENT OF COOKERY. 

Aliufquc tt idem. 

EXPLANATION. 

Another, and the fame. 

When Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 

A plain brown bob he wore ; 
Read much, and look'd as tho' he meant 

To be a fop no more. 

See him to LincolnVInn repair. 

His refolution flag ; 
He cherifhes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 
H ft 
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Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards. 

But gets into the houfe, 
And fbon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu ye bobs i ye bags, give place ! 

Full bottoms come inflead ! 
Good L<--<i ! to iee the various ways 

Of drefBng— a cahre's-head ! 
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THE PROGRESS OF ADVICE; 

A COMMON CASE. 

Suade, nam certum eft. 

EXPLANATION, 

Advife it, for 'tis Bx*d. 

^ AY S Richard to Thomas (and fecm'd half afraid) 
« I am thinking to marry thy miftrcfs's maid : 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do't if thou bid'ft me, or let it alone. 

Nay don't make a jeft on't ; 'tis no jeft to me ; 
For 'faith I'm in eamcft, fo prithee be free, 
I have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her, 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to her," 
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Said Thomas to Richard, '' To fpeak my opinion, 
There is not fuch a b— ch in King George's dominion, 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I do, 
Thou wou'dft chufe out a whipping-poft, firft, to be 
ty'd to. 

She's peevifh, ftie's thievifli, flic's ugly, flic's old, 
And a Har, and a fool, and a flut, and a fcold." 
Next day Richard haften'd to church and was wed. 
And ere night had inform'd her what Thomas had 
£iid. 
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A BALLAD. 

TraMtfua quemqut voluptas, H o r . 

PROV^RBIALIZED. 

Every one to his liking. 

J: ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our yopng fquire, 
To bring down a wife, whom the fwains might admire : 
But in fpite of whatever the mortal cou'd lay, 
The goddeis objeded the length of the way ! 

To give up the op'ra, the park, and the ball, 

For to view the flag's horns in an old country hall ; 

To have neither China nor India to fee ! 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning — not fhe ! 



1 
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To foriake the dear play-houfisy Quin, Garrick, and Cli ve^ 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive ; 
To forego the full box for his lonefome abode, 
Oheav'ns! fhe fhou'd faint, fhe fhou'd die <»i the road ! 

To forget the gay fafliions and geflures of France, 
And to leave dear Augufte in the midft of the danoe. 
And Harlequin too ! — 'twas in vain to require it ; 
And (he wonder'd how folks had the face to defire it. 

She might yield to refign the fweet-fingers of Ruckfaolt 
Where the citizen-matron feduces her ciickold ; 
But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall, 
And the mufic, the hmps, and the glare of VauxhaH. 

To be fure (he cou'd breathe no where die than in to^vn ; 
Thus {he talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown : 
But the while honeft Harry de^ir'd to fticceed, 
A coach with a coronet traiPd her to Tweed. 
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SLENDER's GHOST. 

{Vide 8UAK£SPEAR.) 

SJE N E AT H a church-yard yew, 

Decay'd and worn witii age, 
At dufk of eve mechought I fpy'd 
Poor Slender 's ghoft, that whimpering cry'd, 

O fweet O fweet Anne Page ! 

Ye gentle bardi ! give ear! 

Who talk of am'rous rage, 
Who %oil the lily, rob the rofe. 
Come learn of xac to weep your woes : 

O fweet O fweet Anns Pa&e ! 
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Why fhou'd fuch labour'd drains 

Your formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart, 
That fir'd my bread, or pierc'd my heart, 

But figh'd, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And you ! whofe love-fick minds, 

No medicine can alTuage ! 
Accufe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore ; 

O fweet O fweet Anne Page ! 

And ye ! whofe fouls are held, 

Like linnets in a cage ! 
Who talk of fetters, links and chains. 
Attend, and imitate my drains ! 

O fweet O fweet Anne Page ! 
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And you who boaft or grieve, 

What horrid wars ye wage ! 
Of wounds received from many an eye ; 
Yet mean as I do, when I (igh 

O fweet O fweet Anns Page ! 

Hence ev'ry fond conceit 

Of ftiepherd or of fage ; 
Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender's way 
Exprefles all you have to fay, 

O fweet O fweet Anne Page ! 



THE INVIDIOUS. Mart. 

O FORTUNE I if my pray'r of old 
Was ne'er folicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou may'ft allow 
My fuppliant wifh, that afks it now. 
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Yet think not, goddds ! I require it 

For the fame end your clovms dcixre it. 

In a well-made efie£^ual ftring. 

Fain would I fee Livioio fwing! 

Hear him, from Tyburn's height anranguing. 

But fuch a cur's not worth one's hanging. 

Give me, Ogoddcft! ftore of pelf, 

And he will tye the knot himfelf. 



THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 

Servumji potes, OU, non habere^ 

Etngempotesy OU, non habere » Mart. 

** If thou from Fortune doft no fervant crave, 
** Believe me, thou no mafter need'fl to have," 

I AS K' D a friend, amidft the throng, 
Whofe coach it was that trail'd along : 
" The gilded coach there— don't ye mind ? 
That, with the footmen ftuck behind." 



I 
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O Sir ! lays he, what ! han't you feen it ? 
Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 
Tis odd methinks you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and— ^what not I 
Your old acquaintance Damon ! — " True ; 
But faith his equipage is new." 

" Blels me, (aid I, where can it end ? 
What madnelis has poffefs'd my friend ? 
Four powder'd flaves, and thofe the tailed. 
Their flomachs doubtleis not the finallefl t 
Can Damon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, So large a train ? 
I know his land — each inch o' ground—- 
*Tis not a mile to walk it round — 
If Damon's whole eflate can bear 
To keep his lad, and one-horfe chair, 
I own 'tis paft my comprehention." 
Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penfion-— 
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The noife, or report fuch things generally caufe 

In the world, 

(As he was feen to perform them of none) 

But the fole relief and happinefs 

Of the party in diflrefs ; 

Himfelf lefling eafy, 

When he could render that fo ; 

Not griping, or pinching himfelf, 

To hoard up fuperfluities ; 

Not coveting to keep in his pofleifion 

What gives more difquietude, than pleafure ; 

But charitably diifufing it 

To all around him : 

Making the mofl forrowful countenance 

To fmile, 

In his preience ; 

Always beftowing more than he was afk'd, 

Always imparting before he was deiir'd ; 

Not proceeding in this manner, 
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Upon every trivial fuggeftion, 

But the mofl mature, and folemn deliberation ; 

With an incredible prefence, and undauntedneft 

Of mind; 

With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 

efface; 

Bidding loud defiance 

To politenefs and the fafhion, 

Dar'd let a f— t. 



TO A FRIEND. 

Jrl A V E you ne'er feen, my gentle fquirc, 
The humours of your kitchen fire ? 

Says Ned to Sal, " I lead a fpade. 
Why don't yc play ? — the girl's afraid— 
Vol. II. I 
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Play fomething— any thing — but play— 
*Tis but to pafe the time away— 
Phoo — how fhe (lands — biting her nails — 
As tho' flie play'd for half her vails — 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking-— 
We play for nothing, do us, chicken ? 
That card will do— 'blood, never doubt it. 
It's not worth while to think about it." 

Sal thought, and thought, and mifs'd her ai 
And Ned, ne'er (ludying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, 'tis won'drous true, 
That verfe is but a game at loo. 
While many a bard, that fhcws fo clearly 
He writes for his amulbment merely, 
Is known to (ludy, fret, and toil ; 
And play for nothing all the while : 
Or praife at moft ; for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er fignify'd a farthing more : 
'Till having vainly toil'd to gain it, 
He fees your flying pen obtain it. 
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Thro* fragrant fcenes the trifler roves, 
And hallow'd haunts that Phcebus loves : 
Where with flrange heats his bofom glows, 
And myftic flames the God bellows. 
You now none other flame require. 
Than a good blazing parlour fire ; 
Write verfes— to defy the fcomers, 
In (h-t-houfes and chimney-comers. 

Sal found her deep-laid fchemes were vain — 
The cards are cut-— come jdeal again-— 
No good comes on it when one lingers— 
PU play the cards come next my fingers- 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her. 
When fhe had left it whcdly to her. 

Well, now who wins ? — ^why, flill the (ame— 
For Sal has loft another game. 

« I've done ; (Ihe mutter'd) I was faying, 
It did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chufe. 
But think or not think— fome mud lofe. 
I 2 
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I may have won a game or fo"-^ 

But then it was an age ago— - 

It ne'er will be my lot again— 

I won it of a baby then — 

Give me an ace of trumps and fee, 

Our Ned will beat me with a three; 

*Tis all by luck that things are carry'd— 

He'll fuffer for it, when he's marry'd." 

Thus Sal, with tears in either eye ; 
While viftor Ned fate titt'ring by. 

Thus I, long envying your fuccels. 
And bent to write, and fludy leis, 
Sate down, and fcribbled in a trice, 
Juft what you fee— and you defpife. 

You, who can frame a tuneful fong. 
And hum it as you ride along ; 
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And, trotting on the king's highway, 
Snatch from the hedge a fprig of bay ; 
Accept this verfc, howe'er it flows. 
From one that is your friend in profe. 

What is this wreath, fo green ! fo fair ! 
Which many wifh, and few muft wear ? 
Which fome men's indolence can gain, 
And fome men's vigils ne'er obtain ? 
For what muft Sal or poet fue, 
Ere they engage with Ned or you ? 
For luck in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

Ah no ! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
And Ned, thro' (kill, fecuresthe game. 
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THE POET AND THE DUN. 1741. 

Thde are meflengers 
That feelingly perfuade me what I am. 

Sha&espeak* 

V^OMES a dun in the morning and raps at my door-* 
<* I made bold to call— 'tis a twelvemonth and more— 
I'm forry, believe me, to trouble you thus. Sir,— 
But Job wou'd be paid. Sir, had Job been a mercer." 
My friend, have but patience — " Ay thefe are your wa}'S.* 
I have got but one (hilling to ferve me two days — 
But, Sir — prithee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your journey. 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my pafiion, 
And calmly con{ider^<:onfider? vexation! 
What whore that mufl paint, and mud put on falfeloclc!! 
And counterfeit joys in the pangs of the p— ! 
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What beggar's wife's nephew, now ftarv'd, and now beaten 

Who, Minting to eat, fears himfelf (hall be eaten ! 

What porter, what tumfpit, can deem his cafe hard ! 

Or what dun boafl of patience that thinks of a bard ! 

Well, I'll leave this poor trade, tor no trade can be poorer, 
Turn Ihoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 
Get love, and refpeft, and good living, and pelf, 
And dun fbme poor dog of a poet myfelf. 
One's credit, however, of courfe will grow better ; 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter. 

" Dear Sir ! I receiv'd your obliging epiftJe, 
Your fam^ is fecure — ^bid the critics go whiftle. 
[ read over with wonder the poem you fent me ; 
And I muft fpeak your praifes, no foul fhall prevent me. 
rhe audience, believe me, cry'd out ev'ry line 
Was ftrong, was affefting, was juft, was divine ; 
All pregnant as gold is, with worth, weight and beauty. 
And to hide fuch a genius was— far from your duty. 
[ forefee that the court will be hugely delighted : 
lir Richard, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
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Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye 
I cou'd fay much more, but you're modefl, I fpare } 
Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry, I call for my paper, 
And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my ta 
I fcribble 'till mom, when with wrath no fmall ftore 
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my dooi 
" Ah ! friend, 'tis but idle to make fuch a pother, 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us, to plague one another." 



WRITTEN AT AN INN AT HENLEY. 

X O thee, fair freedom ! I retire 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ; 

Nor art thou found in mantions higher 
Than the low cot, or humble inn. 
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Tb here with boundlels pow'r I reign ; 

And every heahh which I begin. 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; 

Such freedom crowns it, at an inn* 

I fly from pomp, I fly from plate I 
I fly from wifehood's fpecious grin f 

Freedom I love, and form I hate, 
And chufe my lodgings at an inn. 

Here, waiter ! take my fordid ore. 
Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win ; 

It buys, what courts have not in flore ; 
It buys me freedom at an inn. 

Whoe'er has travelled life's dull round. 
Where'er his ftages may have been, 

May figh to think he flill has found 
The warmeft welcome, at an inn. 
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A SIMILE. 

W HAT village but has fometimes fecn 
The clumfy fliape, the frightful mien, 
Tremendous claws, and fhagged hair. 
Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, the leam'd agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you fee ; 
Who with her plaftic tongue alone. 
Produced a vifage — like her own— 
And thus they hint, in my flic fafhion. 
The powerful force of education.* — 
Perhaps yon croud of fwains is viewing 
E'en now the ftrange exploits of Bruin ; 

* Of a fond matron's education. 
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Who plays his antics, roars aloud ; 
The wonder of a gaping croud ! 

So have I known an awkward lad^ 
Whole birth has made a parifti glad. 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam, 
And taught by kind mamma at home ; 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means — to play the fool. 
In fenfe the fame, in (lature higher, 
He fhines, ere long, a rural fquire, 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly flares : 
His tenants of fupcrior fenfe 
Caroufe, and laugh, at his expence ; 
And deem the paflime Pm relating, 
To be as pleafant as bear-baiting. 
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THE CHARMS OF PRECEDENCE. 

A TALE, 

d I R, will you pleafc to walk before ?" 
— No, pray Sir — you arc next the door. 
— " Upon mine honor, 1*11 not ftir — " 
Sir, I'm at home, confidcr. Sir — 
" Excufe me. Sir, I'll not go firft." 
Well, if I muft be rude, I muft — 
But yet I wifh I cou'd evade it— 
'Tis ftrangely clownifh, be perfuaded-* 

Go forward, cits ! go forward, fquires ! 
Nor fcruple each, what each admires. 
Life fquares not, friends, with your procecdir 
It flies, while you difplay your breeding ; 
Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 
Or fome old dancing-mafler teaches. 
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O for fome rude tumultuous fellow, 
Half crazy, or, at leaft, half mellow, 
To come behind you unawares, 
And fairly pufli you both down flairs ! 
But death's at hand — let me advife ye, 
Go forward, friends, or he'll furprize ye. 

Befides, how infincere you are ! 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forfwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove, 
That tho* we drink, or game, or love, 
As that or this is moft in fafhion, 
Precedence is our ruling paflion. 

When coUege-ftudents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endlefs fees, 
What moves that fcientific body. 
But the firft cutting at a gawdy ? 
And whence fuch (hoals, in bare conditions, 
That (larve and languifh as phydcians. 
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Content to trudge the ilreets, and flare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 
But that, in Char lot's chamber (fee 
Moliere's Medjcin malgre lui) 
The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still walks before the apothecary. 

Flay 1 A in vain has wit and charms, 
And all that fhines, and all that warms ; 
In vain all human race adore her, . 
For — ^lady Mary ranks before her. 

O Celia, gentle Celia I tell us, 
You who are neither vain, nor jealous ! 
The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien ! 
Wou'd you not feel fome little fpleen, 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If Florimel, your equal now, 
Shou'd, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 
Firft ferv'd — tho' in a difh of coffee ? 
Plac'd firfl, altho' where you are found, 
You gain the eyes of all around ? 
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Nam'd firft, the' not with half the hmCf 
That waits my charming Celia's name P 

Hard fortune ! barely to infpire 
Our fix'd efleem, and fond defire ! 
Barely, where'er you go, to prove 
The fource of univerlal love !— 
Yet be content, obferving this, 
Honor's the o&pring of caprice : 
And worth, howe'er you have purfu'd it. 
Has now no pow'r — but to exclude it, 
You'll find your general reputation 
A kind of fupplemental ftation* 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, cou'd ne'er, 
He tells us, hope to rife a peer ; 
So, to flipply it, wrote for £mie : 
And well the wit fecur'd his aim* 
A common patriot has a drift. 
Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 
In Britain's caufe he rants, he labours ; 
" He's honeft, feith"— Have patience, neighbours, 
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For patriots may fometimes deceive, 
May beg their friends' relu6bnt leave, 
To ferve them in a higher fphere ; 
And drop their virtue, to get there.— 

As Luc IAN tells us, in his faflaion, 
How fouls put off each earthly paflion, 
Ere on Elysium's flow'ry ftrand. 
Old Charon fuflfer'd 'em to land ; 
So ere we meet a court's careffes, 
No doubt our fouls mufl change their drefles : 
And fouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themfelves ten times a day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet, 
And faints alike and fmners love it ; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils are feen. 
Who's happier than a king ?— a queen« 

Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
'Tis properly a female paflion : 
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Women, md beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are chann'd with rank's extatic pleafure* 

Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan, 
You'd hint a beau were not a man : 
Say, women then are fond of places; 
I wave all difputable cafes. 
A man perhaps would fomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coft — a finger ; 
Or .were an ear or toe the price on't, 
He might deliberate once or twice on't ; 
Perhaps aik Gataker's advice on't» 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 

But women wifli precedence ever ; 
Tis their whole life's fiipreme endeavour ; 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ftrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not fell outright 
Or maim a limb — that was in fight ; 
Vol. II. K 
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Yet on worfe terms they fometimes chufe it ; 
Nor ev'n in puniftun^nts, lefiife it. 

Pre-eminence in paiii ! you cry, 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear. 
An argument fhall make it clear. 
But hold, an argument may hilf 
Befide my title iays, a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her winding ftreaixr, 
Avon, the mules' fav'rite theme ! 
Avon, that fills the farmers' puries, 
And decks with flow'rs both hms, and verfes, 
She vifits many a fertile vale- 
Such was the fcene of this my tale. 
For 'tis in £v's ham's vale, or near it, 
That folks with laughter tell, and hear it. 

The foil with annual plenty blefl 
Was by young Cory don pofieft. 
His youth alone I lay before ye. 
As moft material to my ftory : 
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For flrength and vigour too, he had 'emi 
And 'twere not much amifs, to add 'em. 

Thrice happy lout I whofe wide domain 
Now green with grafs, now gilt with grain, 
In rufTet robes of clover deep, ' 

Or thinly veil'd, and white with fheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 
Now puipled with the pulfe's bloom, 
Might well with bright allufion ftore me; 
— ^But happier bards have been before me I 

Amongfl the various year's increaie, 
The ftripling own'd a field of peafe ; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by fome female neighbours. 
Each mom difcover'd to his fight 
The fhameful havoc of the night ; 
Traces of this they left behind 'em, 
But no inftruftions where to find 'em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have feen the devil. 
K 2 
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Old Noll, indeed, if wc may credit 
The words of Echard, who has ikid it^ 
Gontriv'd with Satan how to fool us ; 
And bargained face to face to rule us ; 
But then old Noll was one hi ten, 
And fought him more than other men. 
Our fliephcrd too, with like attention, 
May meet the female fiends we mention. 
He rofe ohe mom at break of day, 
^nd near the field in ambuQi lay : 
When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 
The third, a matron much in years. 
Smiling, amidfl the peafe, the finners 
Sat^ down to cull their future dinners ; 
And, caring little who might own 'em. 
Made free as tho' themfelves had fown 'em. 

'Tis worth a fage's obfervation 
How love can make a jefl of pailion. 
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Anger ha4 forc'd the fwain from bed, 
His early dues to love unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps a pothery 
And will be paid one time or other, 
Now banifh'd anger out o' door ; 
And claim'd the debt withheld before. 
If anger bid our youth revile, 
Love form'd his features to a fxnile : 
And knowii^ well, 'twas all grimace. 
To threaten with a fmiling face. 
He in few words cxprc{s*d his mind— 
And none would deem them much unkind. 

The am'rous youth, for their offence. 
Demanded inflant recompence : 
That recompence from each, which ihame 
Forbids a bafhful mufe to name. 
Yet, more this fcntencc to difcover, 
'Tis what Bett • • grants her lover, 
When he, to make the ftrumpet willing. 
Has fpent his fortune — to a (hilling. 
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Each ftood awhile, as 'twere fufpended. 
And loth to do, what— each intended; 

At length with fbfc pathetic fighsi 
The matron, bent with age, replies : 

'Tis vain to drive— juftice, 1 know. 
And our ill ftars will have it fo— 
But let my tears your wrath afTuage, 
And (hew ibme deference for age ! 
I from a diflant village came, 
Am old, G — knows, and fomething lame ; 
And if we yield, as yield we muft) 
Difpatch my crazy body firft. 

Our fhepherd, like the Phrygian Twain, 
When circled round on Ida's plain, 
With goddedes, he flood fufpended. 
And Pal LAS '« grave fpccch was ended, 
Own'd what (he afk'd might be his duty ; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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ODE 

TO BE PERFORMED BY DR. BRETTLBy AND A 
CHORUS OF HALES-OWEN CITIZENS* 

THE INSTRUMENTAL PART, A VIOL d'AMOUR* 



AIR BY THE DOCTOR* 

xjlW A K £ 1 I fay, awake good people ! 

And be for once alive and gay ; 
Come let's be ineny ; ftir the tipple ; 

How can you (leep, 
Whilft I do play ? How can you deep, &c, 

CHORUS OP CITIZENS. 

Pardon, O pardon, great mufician ! 
On drowfy fouls fbme pity take ! 
For wond'rous hard is our condition. 
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To drink thy beer, 
Thy ftrains to hear ; 

To drink, 

To hear, 
And keep awake ! 

SOLO BY THE DOCTOR* 

Hear but this ftrain — 'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of {kill, and judgment deep ! 

Zoonters, they're gone— Sal, bring a candle-7— 
No, here is one, and he's afleep. 

DUETTE. 

Dr.— How cou'd they go Softmufic. 

Whilftldoplay? 
Sal.— How cou'd they go ? Warlike mufic. 

How ihou'd they ftay ? 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF CLEONE. 

W ELLy ladies — fo much for the tragic ftilo— 
And now the cuftom is to make you finile. 
To make us (mile !— methinks I hear you fay- 
Why, who can help it, at fo ftrange a play ? 
The captain gone three years ! — ^and then to blame 
The £iultle& condud of his virtuous dame ! 
My ftars ! — what gentle belle would think it treafbn, 
When thus provok'd, to give the brute fome reafon ? 
Out of my houfe !— this night, forfooth, depart ! 
A modem wife had faid — " With all my heart- 
But think not, haughty Sir, I'll go alone ! 
Order your coach— condud: me fafe to town— - 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 
* And pray take care my pin-money be paidt" 
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H I L £ blooming fpring defcends from genial fkies, 
By wbofe mild influence inflant wonders rife ; 
From whofe foft breath Elyfian beauties flow, 
The fweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe ; 
Will Lytt ELTON the rural landfcapc range, 
Leave noify fame, and not regret the change ? 
Pleas'd will he tread the garden's early fccncs, 
And learn a moral from the rifmg greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enliv'ning pow'r, 
The weed, afpiring, emulates the flow'r ; 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms difplay'd, 
Invites, from grateful hands, their gcn'rous aid : 
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Soon, if none check th' invafive foe's defigns. 
The lively luftre of thefe fcenes declines! 

*Tis thus, the fpring of youth, the mom of lifc^ 
Rears in our minds the rival feeds of ftrifc. 
Then paflion riots, reafon then contends ; 
And, on the conqueft, ev*ry blifs depends : 
Life, from the nice decifion, takes its hue : 
And bleft thofe judges who decide like you ! 
On worth like theirs fhall ev'ry blifk attend : 
The world their fev'rite, and the world their friend.^ 

There are, who blind to thought's fetiguing ray, 
As fortune gives examples urge their way : 
Nor virtue's foes, though they her paths decline, 
And fcarce her friends, tho' with her friends they joir 
In her's, or vice's cafual road advance 
Thoughtlefs, the finners or the faints of chance ! 
Yet fome more nobly fcom the vulgar voice ; 
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice, 
When ripen'd thought, when reafon bom to reign^ 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein; 
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While paflion's lawlefs tides, at their command. 
Glide thro' more ufefiil tra6l^ and blefs the land. 
Happieft of thefe is he whofe matchlefs mind. 
By learning flrengthen'd, and by tafle refin'd, 
In virtue's caufe efTay'd its earliefl powers ; 
Chofe virtue's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with flow'n. 
The firfl alarm'd^ if freedom waves her wings : 
The fitted to adorn each art (he brings : 
Lov'd by that prince whom ev'ry virtue fires : 

Prais'd by that bard whom ev'ry mufe infpires: 

Bled in the tuneful art, the focial fiame ; 

In all that wins, in all that merits fame ! 
'Twas youth's perplexing flage his doubts infpir'd, 

When great Alcioei to a grove retir'd. 

Thro' the lone windings of a devious glade, 

Rcfign'd to thought, with ling'ring fteps he ftray'd ; 

Blcft with a mind to tafte finccrer joys ; 

Ami'd with a heart each fdfe one to defpife. 

Dubious he flray'd, with wav'ring thoughts pofleft, 

[Alternate pal&ons ftruggling fhar'd his bread ; 
Vol. IJ. L 
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The various arts which human cares divide, 

In deep attention all his mind employed : 

Anxious, if fame an equal blifs fecur'd ; 

Or filent eafe with foftcr charms allur'd. 

The (ilvan choir whofe numbers fweetly flow'd, 

The fount that murmur'd, and the flow'rs that blow'd 

The filver flood that in meanders led 

His glitt'ring dreams along th' enlivened mead ; 

The Toothing breeze, and all thofe beauties join'd, 

Which, whilft they pleafe, effeminate the mind, 

In vain ! while didant, on a fummit rais'd, 

Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attraftive blaz'd. 

While thus he trac'd thro' fiincy's puzzling maze 
The fep'rate fweets of pleafure, and of praifc ; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale conveyed, 
And a new ludre gain'd upon the (hade. 
At once, before his wond'ring eyes were fecn 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien. 
Various their charms ; and in their drefs and face, 
Each fecm'd to vie with fbmc peculiar grace. 
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This, whofe attire lels clogg'd with art appeared. 
The liniple fweets of innocence endear'd. 
Her fprightly bloom, her quick fagacious eye, 
Shew'd native merit mix'd with modeily. 
Her air dilFus'd a mild yet aweful ray. 
Severely fweet, and innocently gay« 
Such the chaile image of the martial maid. 
In artleis folds of virgin white array 'd I 
She let no borrowed rofe her cheeks adorn, 
Her blufhing cheeks, that Iham'd the purple mom, 
Her charms nor had, nor wanted artful foils, 
Or ftudy'd geftures, or well-praftis*d fmiles. 
^he fcom'd the toys which render beauty lefs ; 
She prov'd th' engaging chaftity of drefs ; 
And while (he chofe in native charms to fhine, 
^v'n thus fhe feem*d, nay more than feem'd, divine* 
)ne modell cm 'raid clafp'd the robe (he wore, 
^d, in her hand, th' imperial fword Hie bore. 
Sublime her height, majeftic was her pace, 
^d match'd the aweful honours of her face* 
L2 
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The (hrubs, the flow'rsi that deck'd the verdant grow 
Seem'd, where (he trod, with riling luftre crown'd. 
Still her approach with flronger influence warm'd ; 
She pleas'd, while difbnti but, when near, (he cham 
So ftrikes the gazer's eye, the filver gleam 
That glitt'ring quivers o'er a diftant ftream : 
But from its banks we fee new beauties rifey 
And, in its crydal boibm, trace the fkies. 

With other charms the rival vifion glow'd ; 
And from her dreis her tinfel beauties fiow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pamper'd (hape conceal'd^ 
And feem'd to (hade the charms it befl reveal'd* 
Its form, contrived her faulty fize to grace ; 
Its hue, to give frefh luflre to her face* 
Her plaited hair disguis'd with brilliants glar'd ; 
Her cheeks the tuby's neighboring luftre (har'd ; 
The gaudy topaz lent its gay fupplies, 
And ev'ry gem that ftrikes leis curious eyes ; 
Expos'd her breaft with foreign fweets perfumed ; 
And, round her brow^ a rofeate garland bloom'd. 
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Soft (milingy bitiihing lips conceal'd her wiles; 
Yet ah ! the blufhes artful as the (miles. 
Oft-gazing on her (hade, th' enraptur'd fair 
Decreed the fubftance well deferv'd her care : 
Her thoughts, to others' charms malignly blind} 
Center'd in that, and were to that confin'd ; 
And if on others' eyes a glance were thrown, 
Twas but to watch the influence of her own* 
Much like her guardian, £iir Cyth era's queen, 
When for her warrior (he re(ines her mien ; 
Or when, to blefs her Dblxan fiiv'rite's arms, 
The radianffair invigontes her charms. 
Much like her pupil, Egypt's ^rtive dame^ 
Her dreis expredive, and her air the (ame^ 
When her gay bark o'er (ilver Cydnos roll'd. 
And all th' emblazon'd (Ireamers wav'd in gold. 
Such (hone the vifion : nor forbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawlefs love; 
Each wanton eye deluding glances (ir'd, 
And am'rous dimples on each cheek confpir'd.* 
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Lifelefs her gait, and How, with feeming pain, 
She dragged her loitering limbs along the plain ; 
Yet made fome faint efforts, and firft approach'd the Twain 
So glaring draughts, with taudry lu{b« bright. 
Spring to the view, and rufh upon the fight : 
More (lowly charms a Raphael's chafler air. 
Waits the calm fearch, and pays the fearcher's care, 

Wrap'd in a pleas'd fufpenfe, the youth furvey'd 
.The various charms of each attra6i:ive maid r 
Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd. 
And found, alternate, varying flames infpir'd. 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleafure ran, 
When (he, who firft approach'd him, firft began» 

*' Hither, dear boy, dire£^ thy wand 'ring eyes ; 
'Tis here the lovely vale of pleafure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life refign ; 
Each fweet which nature can diffuie is mine. 
For me the nymph diverfifics her pow'r, 
Springs in a tree, or bloffoms in a flow'r i 
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To plcafe my car, flic tunes the linnet's ftrains ; 
To pleafe my eye, with lilies paints the plains ; 
To form my couch, in mofly beds flic grows ; 
To gratify my imell, perfumes the rofe ; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile fcene you fee, 
And fwells the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purfue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boafled prize ', 
Where, tho* fhc give, your country oft denies. \ 
loduflrious thou fhalt Cupid's wars maintain, 
And ever gently light his foft campaign. 
His darts alone fhalt wield, his wounds endure, 
Yet only fuf&r, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me— a choir of nymphs fhall rile. 
And fire thy breafl, and blefs thy ravifh'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe ^all wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear ; 
Vhere fondly thou thy favor'd head flialt reft. 
Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet's nef^ \ 
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While Philomel in each foft voice complains, 
And gently lulls thee with mellifluous (bains : 
Whilft, with each accent, fweetefl odours flow ; 
And fpicy gums round ev'ry bofom glow- 
Not the fam'd bird Arabian climes admire. 
Shall in fuch luxury of fweets expire. 
At floth let war's vi£lorious Tons exclaim ; 
In vain ! for pleafure is my real name ; 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'er-grown ; 
No, feek thou rofes to adorn thy own : 
For well each opening fcene, that claims my care, 
S'.iits and deferves the beauteous crown I wear. 
Let others prune the vine ; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul. 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine. 
So the gay produce glitter flill on thine. 
Indulgent Bacchus loads his laboring tree, 
And, guarding, gives its clufl'ring fweets to me. 
For my lov'd train, Apollo's piercing beam 
Darts thro' the paffive glebe, and frames the gem. 
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See in my cauCb coxifenting gods employ'd, 

Nor (light thofe gods, their bleflings unenjoy'd! 

For thee the poplar fhall its amber drain ; 

For thee, in clouded beauty, fpring the cane ; 

Some cofUy tribute ev'ry clime fhall pay ; 

Some charming treafure ev'ry wind convey ; 

Each obje£b round fome pleafing fcene fhall yield ; 

Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy field ; 

Of Corinth's order fhall the flrudure rife; 

The fpiring turrets glitter thro' the fkies ; 

Thy cofUy robe fhall glow with Tyrian rays ; 

Thy vaie fhall fparkle, and thy car fhall blaze ; ^ 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the fun difplay, 

Shalt own the am'rous night exceeds the day. 

When melting flutes, and fweetly-founding lyres 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young defires ; 
Or, in th' Ionian dance, Tome fav'rite maid 
Improves the flame her fparkling eyes convey'd; 
Think, can'fl thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, 
To feed on virtue's vifionary charms ; 
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Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage. 
For the faint honor of a frozen fage ? 
To find dull envy ev*n that hope deface, 
And, where you toil*d for glory, reap difgrace ? 

O ! think that beauty waits on thy decree. 
And thy lov'd loveliefl charmer pleads with me. 
She, whofe foft fmile, or gentler glance to movCy 
You vow'd the wild extremities of love ; 
In whofe endearments years like moments flew ; 
For whofe endearments millions feem'd too few ; 
She, (he implores ; fhe bids thee feize the prime^ 
And tread with her the flow'ry tra6b of time ;. 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life bellow 
On fome cold lover, or infulting foe. 
Thinky if againfl: that tongue thou canfl: rebel. 
Where love yet dwelt, and reafon feem'd to dwell ; 
What fl:rong perfuafion arms her fofter fighs i 
What full convidion fparkles in her eyes ! 

See nature fmiles, and birds falute the fhade. 
Where breathing jafhiin fcreens the fleeping maid : 
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And fucb her charms, as to the vain may prove, 
Ambition feeks more humble joys than love ! 
There bufy toil ftiall ne'er invade thy reign, 
Nor fciences perplex thy laboring brain : 
Or none, but what with equal fweets invite ; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight : 
Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 
To praife a pendant, or to grace a ring ;: 
To fix the dreis that fuits each varying mien ; 
To (hew where befl the cluftering gems are feen ; 
To (Igh foft drains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the fweet effe£ls of love ! 
Nor fear to find a coy difdainful mufe ; 
Nor think the fillers will their aid refufe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent fhades. 
Soft fcenes of Teifure ! fuit th' harmonious maids ; 
And all the wife» and all the grave decree 
Some of that fecrcd train ally*d to me. 

But if more fpecious ea(e thy wifhes claim, 
And thy breaft glow with faint defire of fame^ 
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Some fofter fcience fhall thy thoughts amufc. 
And learning's name a fblemn found difFufe ; 
To thee all nature's curious ftores I'll bring. 
Explain the beauties of an infe6l's wing ; 
The plant, which nature, lefs difRiiely kind. 
Has to few climes with partial care confin'd ; 
The (hell (he fcatters with more carelefs air. 
And, in her frolics, feems fupremely fair ; 
The worth that dazzles in the tulip's (lains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, averfe to war's alarms. 
Shall o'er thy head difFufe his foftefl charms ; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe affail, 
Or care, my mofl defhii£live foe, prevail. 
The wat'ry nymphs fhall tune the vocal vales. 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy. 
Their flreams to murmur, and their winds to figh. 
Thus fhalt thou fpend the fweetly-flowing day, 
"Till lofl in blifs thou breathe thy foul away ; 
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Till fhc t' Elyiian bow'rt of joy repair, 

Nor find my clianning fcenes exceeded there," 

She ceas'd ; and on a lily'd bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind : 
One tender hand her drooping head fuflains ; 
One points, expreflive, to the flow'ry plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll 
Deep in his breafl» to melt his manly foul : 
As when Favoni us joins the fblar blaze, 
And each fair ^ric of the frofl decays. 
Soon, to his bread, the foft harangue convey'd 
Refolves too partial to the fpecious maid. 

I He iigh'd, he gaz'd, fo fweetly fmil'd the dame; 
Yet fighing, gazing, leem'd to fcom his flame. 
And, oft as virtue caught his wand'ring eye, 
A crimfop'blufh condemned the rifing figh. 
Twas fuch the ling'ring Trojan's fliamc betray*d. 
When Mai a's fon the frown of Jo ve difplay'd : 
When wealth, &me, empire, could no balance prove, 
For the foft reign of Dioo, and of love* 
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Thus ill With arduous glory love conlpires ; 
Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires i 

Some hov'ring doubts his anxious bofbm mov'dy 
And virtue, zealous fair ! thofe doubts improved. • 

" Fly, fly, fond youth, the too-indulgent maid, 
Nor err, by fuch ^nta^ic fcenes betray'd* 
Tho' in my path the rugged thorn be feen. 
And the dry turf difclofe a fainter green ; 
Tho* no gay rofe, or flow'ry produft (hine, 
The barren furface ftill conceals the mine. 
Each thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grows 
In virtue's path, fuperior fweets beftows — 
Yet fhou'd thofe boafted, fpecious toys allure. 
Whence cou'd fond floth the flatt'ring gifts procure? 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond defire, 
*Tis I alone, her greateft foe, acquire. 
I from old ocean rob the trcafur'd ftore; 
I thro* each region latent gems explore ; 
'Twas I the rugged brilliant firft reveal'd, 
By numerous ftrata deep in earth conccal'd ; 
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•Tis I the furnace yet refine, and (how 
The modeft gem's intrinfic charms to glow. 
Nor fwells the grape, nor fpires its fodblt tree 
Without the firm fupports of induftry. 

But grant we floth the fcene herielf has drawn, 
The mofly grotto, and the flow'ry lawn ; 
Let Philomela tune th' harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze eternal fweets exhale; 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around, 
And chufe, for fairefl fruits, the favoured ground ; 
To bleis the fertile vale fhou'd virtue ceaie. 
Nor mofTy grots, nor flow'ry lawns cou'd pleafe; 
Nor gay Pomona's lufcious gifts avail, 
The found harmonious,_or the fpicy gale; 

Seell thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp arife, 
Whofe rugged cliffs deform th' encircling fkies ? 
Thofe fields, whence Phcebus all their moiflure drain^ 
And, too profiifely fond, difrobes the plains ? 
when 1 vouchfafe to tread the barren foil, 
^ie rocks feem lovely, and thofe deierts fmile. 
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The form thou vicw'ft, to cv'ry fccnc with cafe 
Transfers its charms, and ev'ry fcene can pleafe. 
When I have on thofe pathlcfs wilds appear'd, 
And the lone wand'rer with my prefencc cheer'd ; 
Thofe clifis the exile has with pleafure view'd, 
Andcaird that defert blifsful folitude! 

Nor I alone to fuch extend my care: 
Fair-blooming health furveys her altars there. 
Brown excrcife will lead thee where (he reigns, 
And with refle£led luflre gild the plains. 
With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride, 
Her of]^ring, calm content and peace, refide. 
One ready offering fuits each neighb'ring fhrine; 
And all obey their laws, who pra6life mine. 

But health averfe from floth's (mooth region flies; 
And, in her abfence, pleafure droops and dies. 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repofe, 
Smile where (he fmiles, and ficken when (he goes; 
A galaxy of powers J whofe forms appear 
For ever beauteous^ and for ever near. 
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Nor will foft deep to floth's requeft inclinci 
He horn her couches flies unhid to mine. 

Vain is the fparkling howl, the warhling (Iraini 
Th' incentive fong, the labour'd viand vain ! 
Where fhe relentlefs reigns without controul. 
And checks each gay excurfion of the foul : 
Unmov'd, tho' heauty, dcck'd in all its charms, 
Crace the rich couch, and fpread the fofteft arms : 
Till joyfcls indolence fuggcfts defires; 
Or drugs are fought to fumifh languid fires ; 
Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, 
i|^fren of blifs, but fertile of decay. 
Ai artful heats, apply'd to thirfly lands, 
Produce no flow'rs, andi>ut debafe the fands* 

But let fair health her cheering fmiles impart. 
How iweet is nature, how fuperfluous art ! 
Tis {he the fountain's ready draught commends, 
And finooths the flinty couch which fortune lends, 
And when my hero from his toils retires, 
Fills hit gay bofbm with unufual firet, 

Vol. IL M 
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And, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 
Aids and refines the genuine fweets of love« 
His faireft profpefl rifing trophies frame ; 
His fwecteft mufic is the voice of fame : 
Pleafures to iloth unknown ! (he never found 
How fair the profpefl, or how fweet the found. 

See fame's gay ftrufture from yon fummit charms, 
And fires the manly breafl to arts or arms : 
Nor dread the deep afcent, by which you rife 
From grov'ling vales to tow'rs which reach the (kies* 

Love, fame, efleem, 'tis labour mufl acquire; 
The fmiling offepring of a rigid fire ! 
To fix the friend, your fervice mud be fhewn ; 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, kw'd their own. 
That wond'ring Greece your portrait may admire, 
That tuneful bards may {bring for you their lyre. 
That books may praife, or coins record your name. 
Such, fuch rewards 'tis toil alone can claim ! 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The conqu'ror's namey difplays the conqueft too. 
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Twas flow experience, tedious mi{lre(s ! taught 
All that e'er nobly fpoke, or bravely fought* 
Twas fhe the patriot, ibe the bard refin'd, 
In arts that ferve, prote^ or pleafe mankind. 
Not the vain vifioos of ina£live ichools, 
Not fancy's maxims, not opinion's rules, 
£'er form'd the man whofe gen'rous warmth extends 
T' enrich his country, or to ferve his friends* 
On a£Uve worth the laurel war beftows : 
Peace rears her olive ior induftrious brows : 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind fupplies : 
Nor heav'n, its (how'rs without a iacrifice. 

See far below fuch grov'ling fcenes of fhame, 
As lull to reft Icmavia's flurob'ring dame. 
Her friends^ from all the toib of fame fecurc, 
Alas ! inglorious, greater toils endure. 
Doom'd all to mourn, who in her caufc engage, 
A youth enervate^ and a painful age ; 
A fickly (apleft mafs, if reafon flies ; 
And, if fhe linger, impotently wife ! 
M2 
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A thoughtle^ traini who, pamper'd, ileek, and gay, 
Invite old age, and revel youth away ; 
From life's frefh vigour move the load of care^ 
And idly place it where they lead can bear* 
When to the mind, diieas'd, for aid they fly. 
What kind reflexion fhall the mind fupply ? 
When, with lod health, what fhou'd the lofs allay, 
Peace, peace is loft : a comfortlefs decay ! 
But to my friends, when youth, when pleafure flies, 
And earth's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
Thro' death's dark vifb flowery tracks are (een, 
Elyfian plains, and groves for ever green. 
If o'er their lives a refluent glance they call, 
Their's is the preient who can praile the pad* 
Life has its bliis for thefe, when pall its bloom, 
As wither'd rofes yield a late perfume. 

Serene,, and &fe from paflion's ftormy rage, 
How calm they glide into the port of age! 
Of the rude voyage lefs depriv'd thaneas'd ; 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than difeas'd. 
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For health on agc^ *tis temp'rance muft beflow ; 

And peace from piety alone can flow ; 

And all the incenfe bounteous Jove requires, 

Has fweets for him who ieeds the facred fires.*— 

Sloth views the tow'rs of £sime with envious eyes ; 
Defirous flill, ftill impotent to rile. 
Oft, when refolvM to gain thofe blifsful tow'rs, 
The peniive queen the dire afcent explores, 
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees. 
Some (ilvan mufic, or fome fcented breeze : 
She turns her head, her own gay realm (he fpies. 
And all the fhort-liv'd refolution dies. 
Thus fbme fond inie£b's fiult'ring pinions wave, 
Clafp'd in its hv'riic fweets, a lading Have : 
And thus in vain thefe charming vifions pleafe 
The wretch of glory, and the flavc of eafc : 
Boom'd ever in ignoble (late to pine, 
LBoafl her own iceoes, and languifh after mine. 

But fhun her fnares : nor let the world exclaim, 
Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy (hame* 
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With early hope thine infant anions fir*d ; 
Let manhood crown what infmcy infpir'd* 
Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days. 
Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praife. 
The bold exploit that charms th' attefting age. 
To latefl times (hall gen'rous hearts engage ; 
And with that myrtle (hall thy fhrine be crown'd, 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound : 
'Till time (hall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 
And raife a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feafls thy name (hall Grecians joii 
Shall pour the fparkling juice to Jove's and thine. 
Thine, us'd in war, (hall raife their native Rre ; 
Thine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith infpire. 
Dulneis perhaps, thro' want of fight, may blame, 
And fpleen, with odious induflry, defame ; 
And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 
And this, in fecret fadneis own them due : 
Contempt and envy were by fite dcfign'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 
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Contempt, which none, but who deferve, can bear ; 
While envy's wounds the fmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the genVous thine exploits (hall fire, 
Thine ev'ry friend it fuiu thee to require, 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their (eats I fhew, 
Lov'd by the good, their images below." 

Ceaie, lovely maid, fair daughter of the fkies ! 
My guide! my queen! th' extatic youth replies. 
In thee I trace a form defign'd for fway ; 
Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 
And by thy bright immortal friends I fwear, 
Thy fair idea (hall no toils impair. 
Lead me ! O lead me where whole hods of foes, 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppofe! 
Welcome all toils th' inequal fates decree. 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to bind th' oppreflive hand, 
And crufh the fetters of an injur'd land : 
8 
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To fise the xnon(ler*5 noxious life refign'd. 
And tyrants quell 'd, the monflers of mankind I 
Nature fhall fmile to view the vanquifh'd brood, 
And none, but envy, riot unfubdu'd. 
In cloider'd ftate let felfifh fages dwell, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell ! 
And boaft their mazy labyrinth of rules, 
Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 
Yet fuch in vain thy fav'ring fmiles pretend ; 
For HE is thine, who proves his country's friend. 
Thus when my life wcU-fpcnt the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deflroy ; 
When, flrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous fhrine, 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
O lead thy favVite thro' the gates of fame ! 

He ceas'd his vows, and, with difdainful air, 
He tum'd to bbft the late exulting fair. 
But vaniih'df fled to fome more friendly (hore. 
The confcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more : 
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Convinced, her fpurious charms of drefs and face 
Claimed a quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. 
Fantaflic pow'r ! whofe tranfient charms allur'd» 
Whilp error's mifl the reasoning midd obfcur'd : 
Not fuch the viflrels, virtue's confbnt queen, 
Endur'd the ted of truth, and dar'd be ieen* 
Her brjght'ning form and features feem'd to own, 
Twas all her wifli, her int'rcft to be known : 
And when his longing view the fair declined, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive fplendor crown'd, 
While glooms opprefs us, and thick (hades furround. 
But let the iburce of light its beams difplay, 
Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 
And all the fick'ning fplendor fades away. 
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THE PROGRESS OF TAST 



OR, 



THE FATE OF DELICACY. 



a poem on the temper and studies of t 
author; and how great a misfor- 
tune IT IS| FOR A MAN OF SMALL 
ESTATE- TO HAVE MUCH TASTE. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Pe R H a P S fomc cloud cclips'd the day, 

When thus I tun'd my pen five lay. 

** The fliip is launched — we catch the gale — 

On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happinels our courfe we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our general end 1 
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Yet ah ! the fcenes which tempt our care 
Are like the forms difpers'd in air, 
Still dancing near diibrder'd eyes ; 
And weakeft his, who bed defcries ! 

Yet let me not my birth-right barter, 
(For wifhing is the poet's charter ; 
All bards have leave to wiih what's wanted, 
Tho* few e'er found their wifhes granted; 
Extenfive field ! where poets pride them 
In (inging all that is deny'd them.) 

For humble eafe, ye pow'rs ! I pray ; 
That plain warm fuit for ev'ry day ! 
And pleafure, and brocade, beflow ; 
To flaunt it— once a month, or [o. 
The firft for conftant wear we want ; 
The firft, ye pow'rs ! for ever grant ! 
But conftant wear the bft befpatters, 
And turns the tiffue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courie I bend. 
Let me fecure one ^lithfiil friend. 
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Let me, in public fcenes, requeft 
A friend of wit and tade, well dreis'd : 
And, if I muft not hope fuch favor, 
A friend of wit and taftc, however, 

Alas ! that wifdom ever (huns 
To congregate her fcatter'd fons ; 
Whofe nervous forces well combin'd, 
Would win the field, and fway mankind. 
The fool will fqueeze, from mom to night. 
To fix his follies full in fight ; 
The note he ftrikes, the plume he fhows, 
Attra£l whole flights of fops and beaux ; 
And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him. 
Flock at the fight, carefs, and own him ; 
But ilUflar'd fenfe, nor gay nor loud, 
Steals foft on tip-toe, thro' the crowd i 
Conveys his meagre form between ; 
And Hides like pervious air, unieen : 
Contrails his known tenuity, 
As though 'twere cv'n a crime, to be : 
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Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ftray, 

And win acquaintance in their way. 
In company, (b mean his air. 

You fcarce are confcious he is there : 

Till from Tome nook, like fharpen'd fteel. 

Occurs his face's thin profile. 

S(ill feeming, from the gazer's eye. 

Like Venus, newly bath'd, to fly. 

Yet while relufbmt he difplays 

His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its center, plac'd 
His tawdry* flock of painted pafle. 
Difus'd to fpeak, he tries his fkill ; 
Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ill ; 
His penfive maimer, dulne& deem'd ; 
His modefly, reierve efleem'd; 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And thole who, mutually known, 
In friendfhip'« hittA lifl had fhone, 
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Ldi prone, than pebbki, to unke. 
Retire to (hades from public fight ; 
Grow lavage, quit their foetal nature ; 
And ilarve, to iludy mutual htnc. 

But friends, and &v'rites, to chagrin tfacm^ 
Find counties, countries, ieas between them : 
Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wi(h to meet again* 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 
Some human form to grace my fide; 
At hand, where'er I fhape my courle ; 
An uieful, pliant, ftalking-horie ! 

No gcflurc free from fome grimace ; 
No Team, without its (hare of lace ; 
But, mark'd with gold or (ilver either, 
Hint where his coat was piec'd together* 
His legs be lengthened, I advife. 
And (lockings roU'd abridge his thighs* 
What tho' Vandyck had other rules, 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 
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fie nothing wanting^ but hit mind | 
Before, a (blitaire; behind* 
A twlfted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an als's back. 
Silent as midnight ! pity 'twere 
His wifdom's (lender wealth to ihare ! 
And, whilft in flocks our fancies flray, 
To wi(h the poor man's lamb away. 

This form attra£Ung ev'ry eye, 
I droll all unregarded by : 
This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind. 
As an umbrella fun or wind ; 
Or, like a fponge, ab(brbs the (allies, 
And peftilential fumes of malice ; 
Or like a fplendid (hield is fit 
To fcreen the templar's random wit ; 
Or what (bme gentler cit lets fall. 
As wool- packs quafb the leaden ball. 

Allu(ions thefe of weaker force. 
And apter ftill the (lalking-horic ! 
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O let me wander all unfeen. 
Beneath the fanfUon of his mien ! 
As lilies foft, asrofesfair! 
. Empty as air-pumps drained of air ! 
With fleady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that haunt8,the park *; 
Level my pen with wond'rous heed 
At follies, flocking there to feed : 
And, as my &tire burfls amain, 
See feather'd fopp'ry ftrew the plain. 

But when I feek my rural grove. 
And fhare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My fweet fequefl«r*d paths profane. 
Oft may fome polifti'd virtuous friend 
To thefe foft-winding vales defcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And fcom witi me the pomp of kings : 

» St. James's. 
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And check m^ i^ien my bofom bums 
For ftatues, paintings, coins and urns. 
Fori in Damon's pray'r cou'djoin, 
And Damon's wifti might now be njine— 
But all diSfes^M. the wiih, the pray'r. 
Are driv'n to nux with common air. 



PART THE second. 

AlO W happy once was Damon's lot, 
While yet romantic fchemes were not ! 
Ere yet he font his weakly eyes, 
To plan frail caftles in the fkies; 
Forlaking pleafures cheap and common. 
To court a blaze, (till flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more, 
Had tafle ne'er touch'd thy tranquil fhore: 

Oh days ! when to a girdle ty'd 
The couples jingled at his fide ; 
VoL.IL N 
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And Damon fwore he would not barter 
The fportfman's girdle, for a garter ! 

Whoever came to kill an hour, 
Found eafy Damon in their pow'r; 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 
^^ Damon had not a grain of pride/' 

He wifh'd not to elude the fnares 
Which knav'ry plans, and craft prepares; 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles, 
And win their univer&l fmiles : 
For who are cheerful, who at eafe. 
But they who cheat us as they pleafe ? 

He wink'd at many a grois defign. 
The new-fall'n calf might countermine: 
Thus ev'ry fool allow'd his merit ; 
** Yes ! Damon had a gen'rous fpirit !" 

A coxcomb's jefl, however vile, 
Wasfure, at leaft^ of Damon's fmile: 
That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him fenfe ; 
For why ? it prov'd his own pretence : 
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All own'dy were modcfty away, 
Damon cou'd (hine as much as they, 

"When wine and folly came in feafon, 
Damon ne'er flrove to fave his reafon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar : 
A fpy upon a hoftile fliore ! 
Twas this his company endear 'd : 
Mirth never came till he appeared : 
His lodgings — ev*iy draw'r cou*d (hew 'cm ; 
The flave was kick'd, who did not know 'cm. 

Thus Damon, fludious of his cafe, 
Aiid pleafing all, whom mirth cou'd pleafe ; 
Defy'd the world, like idle Colley, 
To (hew a fofter word than folly. 
Since wiidom's gorgon-fhield was known 
To ftare the gazer into ftonc ; 
He chofe to truft in folly's charm, 
To keep his breafl alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's fober train 
Remark'd the trifler with difdain ; 
N 2 
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The Tons of tafle contemn'd his ways. 
And rank'd him with the brutes that graze : 
While they to nobler heights afpir'd, 
And grew belov'd, efleem'd, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, not void of fpirit, 
His old companions lofl their merit : 
And ev'ry kind wdl-natur'd fot 
Seem'd a dull play, without a plot ; 
Where ev'ry yawning gueft agrees, 
The willing creature ftrives to pleafe : 
But temper never could amufe ; 
It barely led us to excuie ; 
*Twas true, converling they aver'd. 
All they had feen, or felt, or heard : 
Talents of weight ! jfbr wights like theiie, 
The law might chufe for witncfles : 
But fure th' attefting dry narration 
111 fuits a judge of converfation* 

* What were their freedoms ? mere excufes 
To vent ill manners, blows and bruifes. 
* BoiAerotts mirth. 
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Yet ftieedom, gallant freedom ! hailing, 
At formy at formi inceHant railing, 
Would they examine each of&nce, 
Its btent caufe, its known pretence, 
PunftiUo ne'er was known to breed 'em, 
So fure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their courage ? but a loaded gun ; 
Machine the wifis wou'd wifli to fhun ; 
lu guard unfafe, its lock an ill one, 
Where accident might fire and kill one* 

In fhort, difgufled out of meafure, 
Thro' much; contempt, and (lender pleafure. 
His fenfe of dignity returns ; 
With native pride his bolbm bums ; 
He feeks refpeft— but how to gain it ? 
Wit, focial mirth, cou'd ne'er obtain it : 
And laughter, where it reigns uncheck'd, 
Difcards and didipates refpef):. 
The man who gravely bows, enjoys it ; 
But ihaking hands, at once, deflroys it. 
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Precarious plant, which, frefh and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away ! 

Come then, refervc ! yet from thy trail* 
Banifh contempt, and curd difdain. 
Teach me, he cry'd, thy magic art 
To ad the decent difbmt part : 
To hufband well my complaifance, 
Nor let ev'n wit too far advance ; 
But chufe calm reafon for my theme* 
In thefe her-royal realms fupreme ; 
And o'er her charms, with caution fliewn, 
Be flill a graceful umbrage thrown ; 
And each abrupter period crown'd. 
With nods, and winks, and fxniles profound, 
'Till refcu'd from the crowd beneath, 
No more with pain to move or breathe, 
I rile with head elate, to (hare 
Salubrious draughts of purer air. 
Refpeft is won by grave pretence 
And ^ence, fiirer ev'n than ienfe— » 
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Tis hence the (acred grandeur fprings 
Of Eaflem— -and of other kings. 
Or whence this awe to virtue due. 
While virtue's diflant as Peru ? 
The iheathlefs fword the guard difplays, 
Which round emits its dazzh'ng rays ; , 
The (lately fort, the turrets tall, 
PortcuUis'd gate, and battled wall, 
Leis fcreens the body, than controuls. 
And wards contempt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 
That dazzled crowds may be employ'd 
Around the furfacc of — the void, 
O ! 'tis the (latefman's craft profound 
To fcatter his amufements round ; 
To tempt us from their confcious breaft, 
Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their ncft. 
Nor awes us every worth rcvcal'd, 
So deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 
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The lordly log, difpatch'd of yore, 
That the frog people might adore. 
With guards to keep them at a diftance^ 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's afliftance : 
Nay—- had addrefTes from his nation. 
In praife of log-adminiflration. 

PART THE THIRD. 

JL H £ buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 
And fime and finery pleas'd no more ; 
Produfti^fe of that gen'ral ftare. 
Which cool reflexion ill can bear ! 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation. 
Retirement fent its invitation. 

Romantic fcenes of pendent hills, 
And verdant vales, and falling rills, 
And mofly banks the fields adorn, 
Where Damon, fimple Twain,, was bom. 

The dryads rear'd a (hady grove ; 
Where fuch as think, and lUch as love. 
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May fafdy (igh their rummer's day ; 
Or mufe their filent hours away. 

•The oreads lik'd the clihiate well ; 
And taught the level plain to fwell 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all thdr larger works defcry. 

The naiads pour'd their urns around. 
From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
They fbrm'd their (beams to pleaie the view, 
And bade them wind, as ferpents do : 
And having fliewn them where to dray, 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 

Theie ^cy, all-^gacious maid, 
Had at their ieveral tafks furvey'd : 
She (aw and fmil'd ; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
There, with defcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place ; 
And when (he all its charms had (hewn, 
Prefcribe improvements of her own* 
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" Sec yonder hill, fo green, fo round,. 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
Twould well become thy gentle care 
To raiie a dome to Venus there : 
Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal furvey v 
And Venus, in their arms, repay. 
'Twas fuch a (hade, and fuch a nook, 
In fuch a vale, near fuch a brook ; 
From fuch a rocky fragment fpringing ; 
That fam'd Apollo chofe, to (ing in. 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 
How charming there to mufe and warble 
Beneath his buf): of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre^ 
That crown a poet's vaft defirc. 
Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
Where mufic's * charming maids may dwell ; 

* The mufes. 
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Prone to indulge thy tender paffion. 

And make thee many an affignation. 

Deep in the grove's obfcure retreat 

Be plac'd Minerva's facred feat ; 

There let her aweful turrets rife, 

(For wifdom flies from vulgar eyes :) 

There her calm di£Utes (halt thou hear 

Diftinftly (Irike thy lid'ning ear : 

And who would fhun the pleafing labour. 

To have Minerva for his neighbour ?" 
In fhort, fo charm'd each wild fuggeftioni 

Its truth was little call'd in queftion : 
And Damon dreamt he (aw the Fauns, 
And Nymphs, diftin^y, fkim the lawns ;. 
Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 
Lofl in the circling (hades again* 
With leer oblique their lover viewing— 
And Cupid—- panting^and purfuing— 
Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd. 
Be thou my goddels ! thou my guide I 
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For thy bright vifions I defpife 
What foes may think^ or friends advife. 
The feign'd concern, when folks furvcy 
Expence, time, fludy caft away ; 
The real fpleen, with which they fee : 
I pleafe myfelf, and follow thee. 

Thus glow'd his breaft by fancy warm'd ; 
And thus the fairy landfcape charm'd. 
But moft he hop'd his conftant care 
Might win the favor of the hit ; 
And, wand'ring late thro' yonder glade, 
He thus the foft dcfign betray'd. 

" Ye doves ! for whom I rear'd the grove^ 
With melting lays (alute my love ! 
My Delia with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain ! 
Ye flow'rs ! which early fpring fupplies, 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes I 
That (he your op'ning charms may fee ; 
Or what were elfe your charms to me ? 
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Kind zjcphyr ! bruih each fragrant flowV, 
And died its odours round my bow'r, 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind ! 
Shall I, in thee, refreOiment find* 
Ye ftreams, if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native (bunds improv'd, 
May each (oft murmur footh my fair; 
Or oh 'twill deepen my defpair ! 
Be fure, ye willows ! you be (een 

Array'd in livelieft robes of green ; 

Or I will tear your flighted boughs, 

And let them fade around my brows. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 

The melancholy ifinc furrounds ! 

May (he admire thy peaceful gloom, 

Or thou fhalt prove her lover's tomb." 
And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 

Loud laugh'd the fquires, the rabble (tar'd* 
*' See, neighbours, what our Damon's doing ^ 

I think fome folks are fond of ruin ! 
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I faw his fheep at random flray — 
But he has thrown his crook away — 
And builds fuch huts, as, in foul weather. 
Are fit for ftieep nor ftiephcrd neither." 
Whence came the fober fwain milled ? 
Why, PHttBUS put it in his head. 
PHaBus befriends him, we are told ; 
And Phcebus coins bright tuns of gold, 
'Twere prudent not to be fo vain on*t, 
I think he'll never touch a grain on't, 
And if, from Pnasus, and his mufe. 
Mere earthly lazinefs enfues ; 
*Tis plain, for aught .that I can fay, 
The dev*l infpires, as well as they. ,• 

So they— while fools of groffer kind, 
Lefs weeting what our bard defign'd, 
Impute his fchemes to real evil ; 
That in thefe haunts he met the devil. 

He own'd, tho' their advice was vain. 
It fuited wights who ttod the plain : 
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Tor dullnds— the' he might abhor it— 

In them, he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder'd, if beholding mottos, 

And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 

Folks, little dreaming of the mufes, 

Were plagu'd to gueis their proper ufes. 

But did the mufes haunt his cell ? 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 
Did Pallas in his counfels (hare ? 
The Delian god reward his pray'r ? 
Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 
When all the flruflure (hone complete ; 
Not much convenient, wond'rous neat ; 
Adom'd with gilding, painting, planting. 
And the fair guefts alone were wanting ; 
Ah me ! (Was Damon^s own confefTion) 
Came poverty and took poflefrion. 
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PART THE FOURTH. 

VV H Y droops my Damon, whilft he roves 
Thro' ornamented meads and groves ? 
Near columns, obelifks, and fpires. 
Which ev'ry critic eye admires ? 
*Tis poverty, detefted maid, 
Sole tenant of their ample (hade ! 
*Tis fhe, that robs him of his eafe ; 
And bids their very charms difpleafe. 
But now, by fancy long controul'd, 
And with the fons of tafte enroll'd, 
He deem'd it fhameful, to commence 
Firft minifler to commpn-fenfe : • 
Far more elated, to purfue 
The lowed talk of dear verti^. 

And now behold his lofty foul, 
That whilom flew from pole to pde^ 
Settle on fome elaborate flow'r ; 
Andj like a bee, the fweets devour ! 
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Now, of a rofe enamour'cl, prove 
The wild (blicitudes of love ! 
Now, in a lily's cup enfhrin'd, 
Forego the conlmerce of mankind 1 

As in thefe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Conducing fun, and fhade, and (how'r, 
As moft might glad the new-bom flow'r, 
So fate ordain'd-— before his eye- 
Starts up the tong-fought butterfly ! 
While flutt'ring round, her plumes unfold 
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flow'rets fair ! 
The living beauty c^ims his care : 
For this he flrlps-r-nor bolt, nor chain, 
Cou'd Damon's warm purfuit reflrain. 

See him o'er hill, morals, or mound. 
Where'er the fpeckled game is found, 
Tho* bent with age, with zeal purfuc ; 
And totter tow'rdsthe prey in view. 
Vol. II. O 
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Nor rock, xx)r ilream, his fleps retard, 
Intent upon the bled reward ! 
One vafTal fly repays the chafe ! 
A wing, a film, rewards the race f 
Rewards him, the' difeafe attend, 
And in a fatal furfeit end. 
So fierce Camilla (kim'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleafing flain. 
She ey'd intent the glitt'ring ftranger, 
And knew, alas 1 nor fear, nor danger : 
*Till deep within her panting heart 
Malicious fate impell'd the dart ! 

How fludious he what fav'rite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood ! 
What junkets fat the filmy people ! 
And what liqueurs they chule to tipple ! 

Behold him, at fome crife, prefcribe, 
And raifc with drugs the fick'ning tribe ! 
Or haply, when their fpirits f au'ter, 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloy he's tar-water. 
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When nature's brood of in(e£b dieS| 
See how he pimps for am'rous flies ! 
See him the timely fuccour lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or fee him guard their pr^ant hour ; 
Exert. his foh obftetric power : 
And, lending each his lenient hand. 
With new-bom grubs enrich the land ! 

* O WiLK^s ! what poet's loftieft bys 
Can match thy labours, and thy praife ? 
Immortal fagp ! by hie decreed 
To guard the moth's illuftrious breed ; 
Till fluttering fwarms on fwarms arife. 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And muft we praife this tafte for toys ? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye you^ of fifteen yean, or more, 
Reiign your moths — ^the feafon's o'er. 

^ AUudiog to moths and butterflies delineated by Binjamin 
WiLKs. Ste hit very expenfive propoCili. 

O 2 
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Tis time more fbcial joys to prove ; 
*Twcre now your nobler ta(k-*to love*. 
Let • • • •'s ^es xDoredoQfdy warm ; 
Nor (lighting nature's fatreft fbrm^ 
The bias of your Ibuk determino 
Tow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 

But ah ! how wond'rous few have known. 
To give each ftage of life its own, 

'Tis the pretexta's utmoft bounds 
With radiant purple edg'd around, 
To pleafe the child ; whole glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes : 
And few, hut with regret, aflume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom. 
Ah ! let not me by fancy fleer, 
When life's autumnal clouds appear ; 
Nor ev'n in learning's long ddays 
Confume my faired, fruitlefs days : 
Like him, who flxould in armour fpend 
The fums that aroiour fiiould defend. 
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Awhile, in pleafiire's myrtle ixiw'r, 
We fhare her fmiles, and blefs ber pow'r : 
But find at laft, we vainly ffarive 
To fix the worft coquette alive. 

O you 1 that with aifiduous flame 
Have long purfu'd the faithleis dame ; 
Forfake her foft abodes awhile, 
And dare her frown, and flight her flnile. 
Nor fcom, whatever wits may lay. 
The foot-path road, the king's highway. 
No more the fcrup'lous charmer teaze, 
But feek the roofs of honeft eafe ; 
The rival fair, no more pur^'d. 
Shall there with forward pace intrude ; 
Shall there her ev'ry art eflay, 
To win you to her flighted fway ; 
And grant your fcom a glance more fair 
Than e'er (he gave your fondeft pray'r. 

But would you happinefs purfue ? 
Partake both eafe, and pleafure too ? 
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Would you, thro' all your days, difpenfe 
The joys of reaibn, and of fenfe ? 
Or give to life the moft you can ? 
Let focial virtue fhape the plan* 
For does not to the virtuous deed 
A train of pleaiing fweets fucceed ? 
Or like the fweets of wild defire. 
Did focial pleafures ever tire ? 

Yet midft the groupe be fome prefet'd, 
Be fome abhor'd— for Damon err'd : 
And fuch there arc— of fair addrefs— - 
As 'twere unfocial to carefs. 
O learn by reafon's equal rule 
To fhun the praife of knave, or fool ! 
Then, tho' you deem it better ilill 
To gain fome ruftic 'fquire's good will ; 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 
Like features, brighten by a Ixnile ; 
Yet reafon holds it for a crime. 
The trivial bread (hould (hare thy time : 
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And virtue, with reluftant eyes. 

Beholds this human fitcrifice I 
Thro* deep referve, and air ered, 

Mifiaken Damon won refped ; 

But cou'd the fpecious homage pafs, 

With any creatiue, but an afs ? 

If confcious, they who fear'd the (kin, 

Wou'd fcom the fluggifh brute within. 

What awe-ftruck ilaves the tow'rs enclofe, 

Where Perfian monarchs eat, and doze ! 

What proilrate rev'ience all agree. 

To pay a prince they never (be ! 

Mere vaiTals of a royal throne ! 

The Tophi's virtues mud be fhewn, 

To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia—- 'wouldft thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ? take her. 
She will with duteous care attend^ 
And all thy penfive hours befriend ; 
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Will fwcll thy joys, will (hare thy|»ain ; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain i; 
Will fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bov/ti, 
And bind thine aching head with Acn/n. 
But be this previous maxim known-i* 
If thou can'fl feed on love alone : 
If, bled with her, thou canft fuftain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain : 
If fo— then rifle all her graces-^ 
And fruitful be your fond embraces ! 
Too foon, by caitifF-fpleen infpir'd, 
Sage Damon to his groves retir'd : 
The path difclaim'd by ibber reafon ; 
Retirement claims a later feafon ; 
Ere aftive youth and warm defires 
Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires. 
With the warm bofom, ill agree, 
Or limpid ftream, or fhady tree. 
Love lurks within the rofy bow'r, 
And claims the fpeculative hour ; 
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Ambition finds his calm retreat, 
And bids his pulfe too fiercely beat ; 
Ev'n focial friend(hip duns his eary 
And cites him to the public fphere. 
Does he refift their genuine force ? 
His temper takes (bme firoward courfe ; 
Till paflion, mifdirefled, fighs 
For weeds, or (hells, or grubs, or Hies ! 

Far happieft he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of praife^ 
Leave, fiiirly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund, the mem'ry draws 
The lading meed of felf-applaule* 

Such fiiir ideas lend their aid 
To people the fequefter'd (hade. 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns. 
That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawns* 
If where his devious ramble flrays^ 
He virtue's radiant form furveys ; 
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She teems no longer now to wear 
The rigid miep, the frown fevere ; ^ 
To (hew him her remote abode ; 
To point the rocky arduous road : 
fiut from each flower, his fields allow, 
She twines a garland for his brow. 

* Alluding to—the allegory in Cebes's Ublet. 
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CE C O N O M Y, 

A RHAPSODY, 
ADDRESSED TO YOUNG POETS. 

Infants: omnes gdidis quicunque lacemis 

SunttiMjNqfonesVirgiliofquevidcs. Mart« 

IMITATION. 

Thou know'ft not what thou fey'ft, 

In garments that fcarce fence them from the cold, 
Our Ovids and our Virgils you hehold. 

PART THE FIRST; 

L O you, ye bards ! whole lavi(h breaft requires 
This monitory lay, the ftrains belong ; 
Nor think fome mifer vents his fapient faw. 
Or fome dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
That tempt profufion, (ings ; while friendly zeal, 
To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 



^4 MORAL PIECES. 

Infpires the meaneft of the muie's train ! 
Like you I loathe the groveling progeny, 
Whofe wily arts, by creeping time matur'd. 
Advance them high on pow'rs tyrannic throne ; 
To lord it there in gorgeous ufelefrnefs, 
And fpum fuccelsleis worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, admid the focial Tons 
Of wine and wit, regaling 1 hark he joins 
In the free jeft delighted ! feems to (hew 
A meliorated heart ! he laughs ! he fings ! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 
And drunken anthems, fet agape the board. 
Like * Demea, in the play, benign and mild, 
And pouring forth benevolence of foul, 
'Till Micio wonders : or, in Shake spear's line, 
Obftrep'rous Silence f ; drowning Shallow's voi< 
And ftartling Falstaff, and his mad compeers. 

* In Terence's Adelphi. 

f Juftice Silence, in Shakefpear's Heniy IVth, fecond part; 
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He owns 'tis prudence^ ever and anon^ 
To finooth his careful brow ; to let his pur& 
Ope to a fixpence's diameter ; 
He likes our ways ; he owqs the ways of wit 
Are ways of plea&unce, and deferve r^ard. 
True, we are dainty good fociety, 
But what art thou ? alas ! consider well,' 
Thou bane of focial pleafure, know thyfelf: 
Thy fell approach^ like fome invafive damp 
Breath'd thro' the pores of earth from Stygian caves, 

Deflxoys the lamp of* mirth ; the lamp which we 

Its flamens boaft to guard : we know not how, 

But at thy fight the fading flame aflumes 

A ghallly blue, and in a ftench expires. 
True, thou feem'ft chang'd ; all fainted, all eniky'd ; 

The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 

Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind ; 

But all is hMk ! an intermitting (igh 

Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to fmiles. 

And deems thofe only loft, thou doft not lofe. 



S06 MORAL PIECES. 

Ev'n for a deini*groat, this open'd (bul. 
This boon companion, this elaftic bxeaft 
Revibntes quick ; and fends the tuneful tongue 
To lavifh mudc on the rugged walls 
Of fome dark dungeon. Hence thou caiti£^ fly ! 
Touch not my gla&, nor drain my facred bowl, 
Monfler, ingrate ! beneath one common fky 
Why (hould'll thou breathe ; beneath one common n 
Thou ne'er flialt harbour ; nor my little boat 
Receive a foul with crimes to preis it down* 
Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go^ 
And gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth, 
Be converfation. Not a face that fmiles 
Admit thy prefence ! not a foul that glows 
With fecial purport, bid or cv'n or morn 
Inveft thee happy ! but when life declines, 
May thy fure heirs (land titt'rii^ round thy bed, 
And ufh'ring in their fav'rites, burft thy locks. 
And fill their laps with gold ; 'till want and care 
With joy depart, and cry, " We afk no more.'* 
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Ah never, never may th' harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly I poets ever void 
Of guile, diftrolUefs, fcom the treafur'd goldf 
And fpum the mifer, fpum his deity. 
fialancM with fiiendlhip, in the poet's eye 
The rival (bale of intereft kicks the beam, 
Than lightning fwifter. From his cavem'd ftore 
The fordid foul, with felf-appbule, remarks 
The kind propenfity ; remarks and fmiles, 
And hies with impious haile to fpread the fxiare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic fcenes 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn. 
We loathe with juftice ; but alas the pain 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold ; 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frawn ! 

But 'tis not Gomez, 'tis not he whole heart 
Is crufted o'er with drois, whofe callous mind 
Is ienielels as his gold, the ftighted muie 
Inteniely loathes. 'Tis fure no equal tafk 
To pardon him, who lavifhea his wealth 
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On racer^ fox-hound, hawk, or fpaiiiel, aU 
But human merit ; who with gold eflays • 
All, bu^ the nbbleft pleafure, to remove 
The wants of genius, and its fmiles enjoy* 

But you, ye titled youths ! whole npbler zeal 
Would burni(h .o*er your coronets with fame j^ 
Who lifteri pleas'd when poet tunes his lay ; 
Permit him not, in diflant (blitudes 
To pine, to languifli out the Meeting hours 
Of a6Uve youth ! then virtue pa^ts fpir prjiife, 
That feafon unadorn'd, the carelels b^d 
Quits -your worn threfhold, and like honeH Gay 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time fp ill* 
Your favors then, like trophies giv'n the tomb, 
Th' enfranchii'd fpirit foaring not perceives, 
Or fcoms perceiv'd ; and execrates the fmile 
Which bade his vigorous bloom, to treacherous hop 
And fervile cares a prey, expire in vain !— 

Two lawleis pow'rs, engaged by mutual hate 
In endlefs war, beneath their fls^s enroll 
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The vaflal work)* Thi3 avarice is nam'd. 
That luxury; 'tis true th^ir partial friends 
Affign than (bft^ names ; udirpers both ! 
That (hare by din( pf aroas the legal throne 
Of juft oecooQmy ; ye^ both betray'd 
By fraudful minifters. The niggard chief 
I Lift'ning to want, all fiidthlels, and prepar'd 
To join each moment in his rival's train, 
His conduft models by the needleis fears 
The flave in^ircs ; while luxury, a chief 
Of ampled fnith, to plenty's rule reiigns 
His whole campaign, 'Tis plenty's flatt'ring founds 
Engrols his ^r; 'tis plenty's imiling form 
Moves ftill before his eye. Difcretion ftrives, 
But (hives in vain, to banifh from the throne 
The perjur'd minion. He, iecure of truft, 
With latent malice to the hoftile camp 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth conveys. 

Ye tow'ring minds! ye fublimated fouls! 
jWho cardeis of your fortunes, feal and fign, 

Vol. II. P 
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Set, let, contra6):, acquit, with eatier mien 
Than fops take fnuff! whole ceconomic care 
Your green-filk purfe engroiTes! eafy, pleas'd. 
To fee gold fparkle thro' the fubtle folds; 
Lovely, as when th' Hefperian fruitage fmil'd 
Amid the verd'rous grove! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harvefts! harveds all the year ! 
Who fcattcr wealth, as tho* the radiant crop 
Glitter'd on ev'ry bough ; and ev'ry bough, 
Like that the Trojan gather'd, once avuls'd 
Were by a fplendid fucceflbr fupply^d 
Infbnt, fpontaneous ! liflen to my lays. 
For 'tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phrafe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greateft cafe 
The treafur'd gold. Of words indeed profiife, 
Of gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul 
Clenches their coin, and what ele6lral fire 
Shall folve the frofty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
'Tis genius, fency, that to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure ! Simulates the foul : 
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Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Improve the vinous flavour ; thde the fmile 
Of Clo£ foften ; thefe the glare of drefs 
Illume ; the glitt'ring chariot gild anew. 
And add (Irange wifdom to the fbrs of pow'r. 
Alas ! that he, amid the race of men, 

k That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcom, 
Shou'd with unfated appetite demand ; 
And vainly court the pleafure it procures! 
When fancy's vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcom quotidian fcenes, to fpum the blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noflrum fliall compoie 
Its fatal tenfion P in what lonely vale 

i Of balmy med'cine's various field, afpircs 
The bled refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgafm uncontroul'd I 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requires ; to eat, to drink, to {leep, to fill 
A chefl with gold, the fprightly bread demands 
IncefTant rapture; life, a tedious load 
P 2 
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Deny'd its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? philofophy requires 
No lavi(h coft ; to crown its utmofl pray'r 
Suffice the root-built cell, the fimplc fleece, 
The juicy viand, and tbe cryfbl ftream. 
Ev'n mild ftupidity rewards her train 
With cheap contentment. Tafle alone requires 
Entire profufion ! Days and nights, and hours 
Thy voice, hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 
For coftly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement! feas of bliis! 
Seas without ihore ! infinity of fwects ! 

And yet, unlefs (age reafon join her hand * 
In pleafure's purchafe, pleafure is unfure : 
And yet, unlefs oeconomy's confent 
Legitimate expence, fome gracelefs mark, 
Some fymptom ill-conceaPd, (hall, foon or late, 
Burft like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want's difeaie, 
Amidft the bloom of fhow. The fcanty ftream 
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Slow-loitpring in its channel, feems to vie 
With Vaga's depth ; but ihould the fedgy pov'r 
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough rock, how muft his fellow ftxevns 
Deride the tinklings of the boaftive rill ! 
I not afpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain! 
But ere felf-flattery (both the vivid bread 
With dreamt of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Refle6^ how few, who charm'd the lifl'ning ear 
Of (atrap or of king, her fmiles enjoy'd ! 
Confider well, what meagre alms repaid 
The great Maeonian, fire of tuneful fong, 
And prototype of all that foar'd fublime, 
And left dull cares below ; what griefs impell'd 
The modeft bard of learn'd Eliza's reign 
To fwell with tears his Mulla's parent dream, 
And mourn aloud the pang '' to ride, to run. 
To fpend, to give, to want, to be undone." 
Why (hou'd I tell of Cowley's penfive mufe 
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Belov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme ! 

Which of your boafted race might hope reward 

Like loyal Butler, when the lib'ral CHARLESf 

The judge of wit^ perus'd the fprightly page 

Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope, 

The poet's parailte ; but learn alone 

To fpare the fcanty boon the fates decree. 

Poet and rich! 'tis folecifm extreme! ■ 

'Tis heighten'd contradiftion ! in his ftame, 

In ev'ry nerve and fibre of his foul, 

The latent feeds and principles of want 

Has nature wove ; and fate confirm'd the clue. 

Nor yet defpair to (hun the ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with nice precifion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremofl in the page 
That marks th' expence of each revolving year, 
Place inattention. When the luft of praifc, 
Or honor's h\k idea, tempts thy foul 
To flight frugality, aflure thine heart 
That danger's near. This perifhable coin 
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Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty, 

It fetters mifers, but it muft alone 

Enfranchife thee. The world, the cit-like world. 

Bids thee beware ; thy little craft efTay ; 

Nor, pidling with a tea-fpoon's (lender formy 

See with foup-ladles devils gormandize. 

(Economy ! thou good old aunt ! whole mien 
Furrow'd with age and care the wife adore, 
The wits contemn ! referving flill thy ftores 
To cheer thy friends at lafl ! why with the cit, 
Or booklefs churl, with each ignoble name. 
Each earthly nature, deign'ft thou to refide ? 
And fhunning all, who by thy favours crown'd 
Might glad the world, to feek fome vulgar mind, 
Infpiring pride, and felfifh fhapes of ill ? 

Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
And childlfh, love to dwell, yet leave the breaft 
Of youth unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind ? for fare to youthful eyes, 
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(How (hort ibe'er it prove] the road of life 
Appears protra6led ; hir on either fide 
The loves, the graces play, on fortune's child 
Profufely fmiling ; well might youth eflay 
The frugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
Source of their hvor all the live-long day* 
But fate afTents not. Age alone contra^ 
Hb meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glitt'ring feeds of care ! 

O that the mufe's voice might pierce the ear 
Of gen'rous youth ! for youth deferves her fong. 
Youth is fair virtue's feafon, virtue then 
Requires the pruner's hand ; the fequent ftage, 
It barely vegetates ; nor long the fpace 
Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk difpby 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely fource 
Of gen'rous foibles, youth ! when op'ning minds 
Are honefl as the light, lucid as air, 
As foft'ring breezes kind, as linnets gay, 
Tender as buds, aud bvifli as the fpring ! 
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Yet, haplefs ftate of man! his earlieft youth 
Cozens itfidf ; his age de&auds mankind. 

Nor deem it ftrange that rolling years abrade 
The focial bias. Life's extenfive page, 
What does it but unfold repeated proo£i 
Of gold's omnipotence ? With patriots, friends^ 
Sick'ning beneath its ray, enervate (bme. 
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifome fcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinfisien, brothers, Tons, moift'ning the ihr<tud| 
Or honoring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of fliort duration; foon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wond'ring at the tears they (bed. 

But who (hall iave by tame profaic flrain 
That glowing brcaft, where wit with youth confpiits 
To fweeten luxury ? The fearful mufe 
Shall yet proceed, tho' by the fainted gleam 
Of hope infpir'd, to warn the train (he loves. 
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PART THE SECOND. 

JLN fome dark feafony when the mifty (how'r 

Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the fky ; 

When linnets drop the wing, nor grove ncM- (beam 

Invites thee forth, to fport thy drooping mufe ; 

Seize the dull hour,, nor with regret aflign 

To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 

Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day : 

She (miles well-pleas'd, when wit and mirth recede. 

And not a grace, and not a mufe will hear. 

Then, from majeftic Maro's aweful ftrain, 

Or tow'ring Homer, let thine eye defcend 

To trace, with patient indufbry, the page 

Of income and expence. And oh ! beware, 

Thy bread, felf-flatt'ring, place no courtly iinilc^ 

No golden promife of your faithlels mufe, 

Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may fliew. 

Amid thy folid flore. The firen's fong 

Wrecks not the lifl'ning failor, half fo fure. 
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See by what avenues, what devious paths, 
The foot of want, detefted, deals along, 
I And bars each fatal pais ! Some few flioit hours 
I Of pun6lual care, the refufe of thy year, 
i On frugal fchemes employ'd, ihall give the mule 
I To fing intrepid many a cheerful day. 

But if too foon before the tepid gales 
: Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows 
In wary hours prefer'd, or die forgot, 
Or ieem the forced effisft of hazy (kies ; 
Then, ere furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 
The mafly fort with which thy gentler breaft 
I not compare, is won, the fong proceids. 
Know too by nature's undiminifli'd bw, 
Throughout her realms ot)ey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, fyflems, all ! 
Attra£l and are attra^d; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter ; foul alike with foul 
Afpires to join ; nor yet in fouls alone, 
In each idea it imbibes, is found 
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The kind propenfity. And when they meet, 
And grow familiar, various tho' their tribe. 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith : 
That, fhou'd the world's disjointed frame once mcxe 
To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 
Their union ihou'd furvive ; with Roman warmth, 
By iacred hofpitable laws endear'd, 
Shou'd each idea recoiled: its friend. 

Here then we fix ; on this perennial bafe 
£rc£l thy fafety, and defy the florm. 
Let foft profufion's fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty ; nor here defift, 
*Till, o'er the groupe that forms their various train 
Thou fing loOd hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward fhow in la fling leagues combine 
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of rafh intemperance, be difcreetly pair'd 
With fallow hunger ; the licentious joy. 
With mean dependence ; ev'n the dear delight 
Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins, 
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Thy breaft, iagacious prudence ! ihall conneft 
With filth and beggary ; nor difdiain to link 
With black infolvcncy. Thy foul alarm'd 
Shall (hun the firen's voice; nor boldly date 
To bid the foft enchantrefs (hare thy breaft. 
With fuch a train of horrid fiends conjoined. 

Nor think, ye fordid race ! ye groveling minds ! 
I frame the ibng for you ! for you, the mufe 
Cou'd other rules impart. The friendly ftrain 
For gentler bofoms plan'd, to yours wou'd prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchos bore; and in your breaft 
Companion, love, and Iriendfhip all deflroy I 

It greatly fball avail, if e'er thy {lores 
Increafe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, 
The lean reward of grofe unbounded praife! 
It much avails, to feize the prefent hour, 
And, undeliberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 
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When once appeas'd, the fmall remaining ftore 
Shall rHe in weight tenfold, in luftre rile. 
As gold improved by many a fierce allay. 
Tis thus the frugal hufbandman dire£b 
His narrow flream, if o'er its wonted banks 
By fudden rains iropeird, it proudly fwell ; 
His timely hand thro' better tracks conveys 
The quick-decreafing tide; ere borne along 
Or thro' the wild morafs, or cultur'd field. 
Or bladed grals mature, or barren lands, 
It flow de{lru£live, or it flow in vain ! 
But happieil he who fandifies expence 
By prelent pay ; who fubje^ls not his fame 
To tradefmen's yarlets, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honor'd name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of bafc mechanic, fordid, unfinccre ! 
There haply, while thy mufe fublimely foars 
Beyond this earthly fphere, in heav'n's abodes, 
And dreams of ne£lar and ambrofial fweets. 
Thy growing debt fieals unregarded o'er 
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The pun£bial record i 'till nor Phcbbus' fdf, 
Nor &ge Minerva's art can aught avail 
To footh the ruthleis dun's detefted rage. 
Frantic and fellj with many a curfe profane 
He loads the gentle mufe ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorle, captivity and fhame. 

Each public place, the glitt'ring haunts of men, 
With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane?— 
Why fondly linger on a hoflile fliorc 
Difarm'd, defenceleft ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why, alas I to breathe 
A moment's fjpace, where cv'ry breeze is death ? 
Death to thy future peace ! Away, coUcft 
Thy diflipated mind ; contrad: thy train 
Of wild ideas, o'er the flow'ry fields 
Of Ihow diffiis'd, and fpeed to fafcr climes. 
^Economy prelents her glals, accept 
"Hie faithful mirror; powerful to difclofe 
A thoufand forms ; unfeen by carelefs eyes, 
That plot thy fate. . TpmpUtion in a robe 
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Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum'dy 

Befets thy fenfe ; extortion follows dob 

Her wanton flep, and ruin brings the xear. 

Thefe and th« reft fliall her myfterious glais 

Embody to thy view ; like Ve Nua kind. 

When to her lab'ring (cm, the vengeful pow'rs 

That urg'd the fall of Ilium, ihe diiplay'd. 

He^ not imprudent, at the fight dedlin'd 

Th' unequal confiid;, and decreed to raife 

The Trojan welfare on (bme happier fhore* 

For here to drain thy fwelling puffe await 

A thoufand arts, a thou^d frauds attend: 

** The cloud-wrought canes, the gorgeous fhuff-boxes: 

The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 

With all its bright inhabitants, (hall wafte 

Its melting ftores, and in the dreary void 

Leave not a doit behind." Ere yet exhauft 

Its flimfy folds offend thy penlive eye. 

Away ! embofbm'd deep in diftant fhades, 

Nor feen nor feeing, thou may'ft vent thy fcom 
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Of lace, embroi^pry, purple» gems, axul goldt 
There of the hrM fop and efienc'd beau, 
Ferociou& with a ftoic's frown difclofe 
Thy manly fcom, averfe to tinfel pomp ; 
And fluent thine hatiangue. But can thy fijul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dreis, 
Where dreis is merit ! where thy graver friend 
Shall wiih thee bumiih'd ! where the fprighly fair 
Demand embellifhment ! e v'n D £ l i a's eye, 
As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 
Inquirent, curious ? Fly the curfL domain ; 
Thefe are the realms of luxury and fhow. 
No claflic foil ; away ! the blooming fpring 
Attra£b thee hence ; the waning autumn warns ; 
Fly to thy native fhades, and dread ev'n there. 
Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ilate 
Beyond its bounds^ Obferve Florelio's mien. 
Why treads my friend with melancholy ftcp 
That beauteous lawn ? why penfivc ftrays his eye 
Vol, II. Q 
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O'er ilatues, grottos, urns by critic art 
Proportion'd fair ? or from his lofty dome 
Bright glittering through the grove, retiuns his ey 
Unpleas'd, difconfolate ? And is it love, 
Difadrous love, that robs the finifh'd fcenes 
Of all their beauty ? centering all in her 
His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufe 
Springs this remorfeful gloom ? is confcious guilt 
The latent fource of more than love's defpair ? 
It cannot be within that polifh'd breaft 
Where fcience dwells, that guilt (hould harbour 
No ! 'tis the fad furvey of prcfent want. 
And pad profufion ! Lofl to him the fweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry charm 
For other eyes ; or, if remaining, prooft 
Of criminal expcnce ! Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley, mountain, woods and plains I 
How gladfome once he rang'd your native tur^ 
Your fimple fcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 
Had lavifh'd thouiand ornaments, and taught 



MORAL PIECES. £27 

Convenience to perplex him, art to pall. 

Pomp to deje£^, and beauty to difpleafe; 
Oh ! for a foul to all the glare of wealth, 

To fortune's wide exhauftlels treafury. 
Nobly fuperior ! but let caution guide 
The coy difpolal of the wealth we fcom, 
And prudence be our Almoner ! Alas ! 
The pilgrim wand'ring o'er fome diftant clime^ 
Sworn foe of avarice ! not difdains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth ; the dedin'd means 
To finooth his pafTage to the favor'd fbrine. 
Ah let not us, who tread this firanger-world. 
Let none who fojoum on the realms of life. 
Forget the land is merc'nary ; nor wafte 
His ^ire, ere landed on no venal {bore* 

Let never bard confult Palladio's rules ; 
Let never bard, O Burlington! furvey 
Thy kamed art, in Chiswick's dome difplay'd: 
Dang'rous incentive ! nor with ling'ring eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own* 



«a8 MORAL PIECKI. 

Better for him, with no ingrateful mufe, 

To fing a requiem to that gentle foul 

Who plan'd the fky-light ; which to lavilh bardfl 

Conveys alone the pure etherial ray : 

For garrets him, and fqualid walls await^. 

Unlefs, prefagefiil, froi^^s friendly fbrain, 

He glean advice, and fhun the fcribbler's doom. * 

PART THE THIRD. 

X £T once again, and to thy doubtful hie 
The trembling mufe configns thee^ Ere contempt, 
Or want's empoifon'd arrow, ridicule. 
Transfix thy weak unguarded brcaft, behold ! 
The poet's roofs, the carelefs poet's, his 
Who fcoms advice, Ihall clofe my ferious lay. 

When Gulliver, now great, now little deemed, 
The play-thing of comparifon, arriv'd 
Where learned bofoms their aerial fchcmes 
Proje£led, ftudious of the public weal ; 
'Mid thefe, one fubtlcr artift he dcfcry'd. 
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Who cheriili'd in his dufly tenement 

The Tpider's web, injurious, to fupplant 

Fair A L B I o N 's fleeces I Never, never may 

Our monarch on fuch fatal putpofe fmile, 

And irritate Minerva's beggar'dfons 

The Melksham weavers I Here in ev'ry nook 

Their wefts they fpun ; here revell'd uncontroul'd. 

And, like the flags from Westminster's high roof 

Dependant, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 

Such, To adom'd, the cell I mean to fmg ! 

Cell ever fqualid ! where the fneerful maid 

Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes, 

That comes to all ! o'er whofe quiefcent walls 

Arachne's unmolefled care has drawn 

Curtains fubfuflc, and fave th' expence of art. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad. 
Where wand'ring fnails in many a flimy path, 
Free, unreftrain'd, their various journeys crawl J 
Peregrinations flrange, and labyrinths 
Confus'd inextricable ! fuch the ciMe 



I 



^SO MORAL PIECES. 

Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explained ! 

Hooks ! angles ! crooks ! and involutions wild ! 

Mean time, thus fUver'd with meanders gay, 

In mimic pride the ihail-wrought tiHue fhines, 

Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen, 

Not ill cxpreflivc ! fuch the pow'r of (hails. 

Behold his chair, whofe fra6lur'd feat infirm 
An aged cufhion hides ! replete with dufb 
The foliag'd velvet ; pleafing to the eye 
Of great Eliza's reign, but now the fnare 
Of weary gueft that on the fpecious bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah ! difaflrous wight ! 
In evil hour and rafhly dofl thou trufl 
The fraudful couch ! for tho' in velvet cas'd. 
The fated thigh (hall kils the dufly floor. 
The traveler thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 
Hath fhap'd his way ; on beds profiife of flow'rs 
Cowflip, or primrofe, or the circular eye 
Of daify fair, decrees to bafk fupine. 
And lee! delighted, down he drops, iecure 
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Of fweet refrefliment, eafe without annoy, 
Or lufcious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv'dy 
Much fuff'ring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap, 
Nor fweet repofe {halt find ; the falfe morals 
In quiv'ring undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclos'd ! 
And who would trufl appearance ? cafl thine eye 
Where 'mid machines of het'rogeneous form 
His coat depends ; alas ! his only coat. 
Elded of things ! and naplefs, as an heath 
Of fmall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 
Not different have I feen in dreary vault 
Difplay'd, a cofHn ; on each fable fide 
The texture unmolefted feems entire. 
Fraudful, when touch'd it glides to duft away ! 
And leaves the wondering fwain to gape, to ftar^ 
And with expreflive fhrug, and piteous figh, 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years, 
Or dire extent of frail mortality* 
This aged vefture, fcom of gazing beaux^ 
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And formal cits, (themfelves too haply fcom'd) 
Both on its fleeve and on its ikirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide-fparkling ; for, if e'er 
Their well-known creft met his delighted eye, 
Tho' wrapt in thought, commercing with the (ky^ 
He, gently (looping, fcom'd not to upraifej 
And on each fleeve, as confcious of their ufe, 
Indenting fix them ; nor, when arm'd with thefef 
The cure of rents and f^arations dire. 
And chafms enormous, did he view difmay'd 
Hedge, hramble, thicket, bufh, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and hofe ! had any wight 
Of vulgar fkill, the tender texture own'd ; 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's flioe-ftring, or of Clob's fan, 
Or fweetly-fafhion'd tip of Celia's ear, 
Alas! by frequent ufe decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refra£lory robe 
Eludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 
How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd ! . 
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See near his bed (his bed too fallely cail'd 
The place of reft, while it a bard fuftains ; 
Pale, meagre, mufe-rid wight ! who reads in vain 
Narcotic volumes o'er) his candleftick. 
Radiant machine, when from the plallic hand 
Of MuLCiBBR, themay'rof Birmingham, 
The engine ifTu'd ; now alas difguis'd 
By many an unduous tide, that wand'ring down . 
Its fides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eifays 
With humour forc'd, and ill-dilfembled fmilej 
Idly to liken to the poplar's trunk 
When o'er its bark the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleafing fold, incrufts the tree. 
Or fuits him more the winter's candy 'd thorn, 
When from each branch, anneal'd, the works of froft 
Pervafive, radiant icicles depend ! 

How fhall I fmg the various ill that waits 
The careful fonneteer ? or who can paint 
The {hifts enormous, that in vain he forma ^ 

To patch his pandei^ window ; to cement 
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; His battered tea-pot, ill-retentive vafe ? 
To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforefeen 
Invades his chattels ; .ruin will invade ; 
Will claim his whole invention to repair. 
Nor, of the gift, for tuneful ends defign'd. 
Allow one part to decorate his fong. 
While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
Confcious of cv'ry (hift, of cv'ry flxift 
Indicative, his inmofl plot betrays. 
Points to the nook, which he his ftudy calls 
Pompous and vain I for thus he might efleem 
His cheft^ a wardrobe ; purfe, a treafury ; 
And fhews, to crown her full difplay, himielf. 
One whom the pow'rs above, in place of healthy 
And wonted vigour ; of paternal cot, 
Or little farm ; of bag, or fcrip, or ftaff^ 
Clip, difli, fpocn, plate, or worldly utenfil^ \ 

A poet fram'd ; yet fram'd not to repine. 
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And wifh the cobler's lofticft fitc his own ; 
Nor, partial as they feem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechanifm, join'd 
Goods fo fuperior, fuch exalted blifs ! 

See with what feeming eafe, what laboured peace 
He, haplefs hypocrite ! refines his nail, 
His chief amufement ! then how feign'd, how forc'd^^ 
That care-defying fonnet, which implies 
His debts difcharg'd, and he of half a crown 
In full pofTeflion, uncontefled right 
And property ! Yet ah ! whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, if fuch there be, diflrufl 
The vain pretence ; the fmiles that harbour grief, 
As lurks the ferpent deep in flow'rs enwreath'd. 
I Forewam'd, be frugal ; or with prudent rage 
Thy pen dcmolifli ; chufe the truftier flail, 
And blefs thofe labours which the choice infpir'd. 
But if thou view'fl a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common fenfe, who feelcs no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire^ him, from thy breafli 



2^6 MORAL PISCES, 

Prefcient of future dignities, falute 
Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable fiars 
Enwrapt, fecure : nor yet the laureat's crown 
In thought exclude him f He perchance fhall rife 
To nobler heights than forefight can decree* 

When fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues difpby'd 
In many an idle fong, Satumian Jove 
Vow'd fure deftruftion to the tuneful race ; 
Appeas'd by fuppliant Phczbus, ^< Bards, he (aid, 
Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp dd>ar'd, 
But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
Secure of thunder." — Low the Ddian bow'd* 
Nor at th' invidious favor dar'd repine. 



I 
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THE RUINED ABBY ; 

OR, 

THE EFFECTS OF SUPERSTITION. 

JljlT length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts^ 
Of wood or fount the frighted mufe returns. 

Happy the bard, who, from his native hills, 
Soft mufing on a fummer's eve, furveys 
His azure ftream, with penfile woods enclosed ! 
Or o'er the glafly furfecc, with his friend, 
Or faithful fair, thro' bord'ring willows green 
Wafts his fmall frigate. Fearleis he of fhouts. 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat'ry crew 
That ape confufion from the realms they rule ! 
Fcarlefs of thefe ; who fliarcs the gentler voice 
Of peace and mufic ; birds of fweeteft fong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
Ani cheer the foreft ; birds of brighter plume 
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With bufy pinion (kim the glitt'ring wave, 
And tempt the fun ; ambitious to difplay 
Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute. 
Or number *d verfe, by female voice endear'd. 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the fcene. 

If iblitude his wand'ring Qcps invite 
To fome more deep rece&, (for hours there are, 
When gay, when fecial minds to friendfhip's voice, 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable (hades, 
Her fdemn courts ! the center of the grove ! 
The root-built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around cmbofom'd, how it fooths the foul ! 
If fcoop'd at firft by fuperfl:itious hands 
The rugged cell receiv'd alone the fhoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here. 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires : 
Yet here may wifdom, as Ihe walks the maze^ 
Some ferious truths colle6):, the rules of life. 
And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold ! 



MORAL PIECES* 239 

I afk not wealth ; but let me hoard with care^ 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles ; in early life, 
Ere indolence impede the fearch, explored. 
Then like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, when quibbling fchools attack 
My grounded hope, or ^tler wits deride, 
Will I not blufh to fhun the vain debate, 
And this mine anfwer ; ^' Thus, 'twas thus I thought, 
" My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire ; 
" Thus will I think, averfe to liften more 
" To intricate difcuflion, prone to ftray, 
*• Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend 
" My fettled faith ; my mind, with age impair'd, 
" Too furc its own infirmities declare. 
'< But I am arm'd by caution, (ludious youth, 
" And early forefight ; now the winds may rife, 
** The temped whiftle, and the billows roar ; 
" My pinnace rides in port, defpoil'd and worn, 
'^ Shattered by time and dorms, but while it fhuns 
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^< Th' iscqual conflifb^ and declines the decpy 
" See the fbong veffel flufbate lefi fcfurc." 

Thus while he ftrays, a thoufand rural icenes 
Suggefl inilruflion, and inftru6i:ing pleafe* 
And fee betwixt the grove's extended arai< 
An abby's rude remains attract thy view. 
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with ling'ring ftep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to dedroy 
^Tree, branch, or fhade, for never fhall thy bread 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove th' ob{lru6):ive bough ; nor yet refuie, 
Tho' fighing, to deftroy that fav'rite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that fcrecns the vaft remains. 
Aggrieved, but conftant as the Roman (ire, 
The rigid Manlius, when his conqu'ring fba 
Bled by a parent's voice ; the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardor, timelefely difplay'd 5 
Nor ceafe 'till, thro' the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobftrufted ; thither oft thine eye 
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Shall fweetly wander s thence returning, iboth 
With penfive (cenes thy philofophic mincL 

Thde were thy haunts, thy opulent abodesi 
O fuperflition ! hence the dire difeafe 
(BaUnc'd with which the fam'd Athenian peft 
Wore a ihort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranfient indigeftion) ieiz'd mankind* 

Long (ime (he rag'd, and fcarce a fouthem gale 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threats . 
Of tyrant Rome ; but futile all, 'till (he, 
Romk'i abler legate^ magnify'd their pow'r, 
And ip a thoufand horrid forms attir'd. 

Where then was truth, to fanftify the page 
Of Britifh annals ? if a foe expired, 
The perjur'd monk fubom'd infernal {hrieks, 
And fiends to fnatch at the departing foul 
With helli(h emulation. If a friend, 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their gol^ lyres, and waft him to the ikies. 

Vet. II. R 
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What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted hit 
The fovereign's juft, the fubjeft's loyal paft 
To cherifh mutual good, annulPd and vain, 
By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroU 
Ere the frail fan6Uon of the wax was cold* 

With thee, • Plantagenet, from civil broils 
The land awhile refpir'd, and all was peace. 
Then Becket rofe, and impotent of mind, 
From regal courts with lawlefe fury march'd 
The church's blood-flain'd convi£ls, and forgave ; 
Bid murd'rous priefts the fov 'reign frown contemn, 
And with unhallow'd crofier bruis'd the crown* 

Yet yielded not fupinely tame a prince 
Of Henry's virtues; leam'd, couragoms, wile^ 
Of fair ambition. Long his regal foul 
Firm and ere6b the peevifh prieft exil'd, 
And brav'd the friry of revengefril Rome. 
In vain ! let one ^nt malady difiufe 
The peniive gloom which fuperftition loves, 

* HaNRT II* ■ . 
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I And iee him, dwindled to a recreant groom. 
Rein the proud ps^lfrey while the prieft afcends ! 

r 

I Was* CosuR-OE-LXON bleft with whiter days? 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
IUrg'd the cruiade ; and fee, of half his flores 
Defpoird the wretch, whofe wifer bofom chofe 
I To blels his friends, his race, his native land. 
I Of ten hit funs that rollM their annual race, 
^ Not one beheld him on his vacant throne : 
I While haughty f Longchamp, 'mid his liv'ry'd files 
1 Of wanton vafl'als, fpoil'd his faithful realm, 
Battling in foreign fields ; colle£ling wide 
A laurel harveft for a pillag'd land. 

Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deferts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren fprays ! 

I When faithlels John ufurp'd the fuUy'd crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem'd earth, deem'd lieav'n its foe ! fix tedious years 
Our helplefs fathers in defpair obey'd 

* RiCHAUD I. f Biihop of Ely, Lord Chancellor* 
R a 
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The papal intcrdift ; and who obey 'd. 

The (bvereign plundered. O inglorious days ! 

When the French tyrant by the futile grant 

Of papal refcript, claim'd Britannia's throne, . 

And durfl invade ; he fuch inglorious days 

Or hence forgot, or not recalled in vain ! 

Scarce had the tortur'd ear deje£led heard 
Rome's loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead 
To ev'ry purpofe, men nor wifli'd to live, 
Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 
H^rd the dire curfe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the negle£led crook that rul'd the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in ev'ry cloud he fees 
A vengeful angel, in whofe waving fcroU 
He reads damnation ; fees its fable train 
Of grim attendants penciled by defpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful fteps arriv'd ; his home, his friends^ 
His ofBpring left, to lavifh on the flirinc 
Of fojnc £ar-honor'd laint his coftly ftorcs, 
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Inverts his footftep ; fickens at the fight 
Of the barr'd £uie, and filent fheds his tear. 

The wretch whofc hope by flem oppredion chas'd 
From jBv'ry earthly blifs, flill as it faw 
Triumphant wrong, took wing and flew to heav'n 
And refted there, now moum'd his refuge lofl 
And wonted peace. The facred fane was barr'd^ 
And the lone altar, where the mourners throng'd 
To fupplicate remifHon, imok'd no more ; 
While the green weed, luxuriant round uprde* 
Some from their death-bed, whole delirious faith 
Thro' ev'ry ftage of life to Rome's decrees 
Obiequious, humbly hop'd to die in peace^ 
Now law the ghaflly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terrors ; now expiring heard 
The laft loud clarion found, and heav'n's decree 
With unremitting vengeance bar the fkies. 
Nor light the grief, by fuperflition weigh'd, 
That their difhonour'd corfe^ fhut from the vergp 
Of hallow'd earth, or tutelary fane. 
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Mud deep with brutes their vaflals ; on the field ; 
Unneath fome path, in marie unexorcifed 1 
No fblexnn bell extort a neighbour's tear ! 
No tongue of pried pronounce their foul fecure ! 
Nor fonded friend adlire their peace obtain'd ! 

The pried t alas fo boundlefs was the ill I 
HCf like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn ; 
The vivid vermeil fled his fiidy cheek, 
And his big paunch, didended with the fpoils 
Of half his flock, emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier lud of pow'r I 
'Twas now Rome's fonded friend, whofe meagre ham 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 
With nice preciiion, felt the deeper wound 
As his gull'd foul rever'd the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin fpare ? fpr wealth, for powV, 
Birth, honor, virtue, enemy, and friend. 
Sunk helpleis in the dreary gulph involved ; 
And one capricious curie enveloped all ! 
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"Were kings fecure ? in tow'ring ftationsbom, 
In flatt'ry nurs'd, inur'd to fcom mankind. 
Or view diounifii'd from their fite fublime ; 
As when a fhepherd^ from the lofty brow 
Of fbme proud clii]^ furveys his lefs'ning flock 
In fiiowy groups dif&ifive, feud the vale* 

Awhile the fririous menace John retum'd, 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas ! too foon 
Allegiance dck'ning faw its fov'reign yields 
An angry prey to fcruples not his own# 
The loyal (bldier, girt around with ftrength, 
Who ilole from mirth and wine his blooming yean. 
And feiz'd the fauchion, refolute to guard 
His fov'reign's right, impaify'd at the news. 
Finds the firm bias of his foul rcrvers'd 
For foul delation; drops the lifted fteel, 
And quits £ime's noble harveft, to expire 
The death of monks, of furfeit and of floth! 

At length fatigu'd with wrongs the fervile king 
Drain'd from his land its (mail remaining ftores 
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To buy remilfion. But could thefe obtain ? 
No! refolute in wrongs the pricft obdur'd ; 
'Till cravrltng bafe to Rome's deputed flave 
His fame, his people, and his crown he gave* 
Mean monarch 1 flighted, brav'd, abhor'd before ! 

And now, appeas'd by delegated fway, 
The wily pontiff fcoms not to recall 
His interdiftions. Now the &cred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes, prepared 
To buy deceit ; admit obfequious tribes 
Of Straps ! princes ! crawling to the (brine 
Of 'fainted villainy ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenfe'Wreath'd, amidft a drooping hnd 
That figh'd for bread ! 'Tis thus the Indian clove 
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crimfoh flow'r, 
And (beds its odours ; while the flocks around 
Hungry and faint the barren fands explore 
In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears the foil ; 
Drain'd and exhauft to fwell its thirfty pores, 
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And fumilhluxury—- Yet, yet in vain 
Britannia drove; and whether artful Rome 
Careis'd or curs'd her, fuperftition rag'd ' 

And blinded, fetter'd and defpoil^d the land. 

At length fome murd'rous monk, with poisonous art 
Expell'd the life his brethren robb'd of peace. 

Nor yet furceas'd with John's difadrous fete 
Pontific fury ! £ngli(h wealth exhaud, 
The fequent reign • beheld the beggar'd Chore 
Grim with Italian lifurers ; prepared 
To lend, for griping unexampled hke. 
To lend— what Rome might pillage uncontroul'd* 

For now with more extendve havock rag'd 
Relentlefs Gregory, with a thouland arts, 
And each rapacious, bom to drain the world! 
Nor fliall the mUfe repeat, how oft he blew 
The croife's trumpet ; then for fums of gold 
Antiull'd the vow, and bade the fsdfe alarm 
Swell the grols hoards of He n r Y) or his own* 
* Henry III. who canceled the Magna Charta. 
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Nor (hall (he tell, how pontiS dur'd repeal 
The bed of charters I dar'd abfblve the tye 
Of Britifh kings by legal oath reflrain'd*. 
Nor can (he dwell on argofies of gold 
From Albion's realm to iervile (hores convey'4 
Wrung from her Tons, and fpeeded by her kings! 
Oh irkfome days ! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's dire6lor taught 
Of fubje£ls, bom to be their monarch's prey. 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 
For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud, 
For av'rice, envy, pride, revenge, and (hame ! 
O doftrine breath *d from Stygian caves ! exhal'd 
From inmoft Erebus ! — Such Henry's reign! 
Urging his loyal realm's relu6bnt hand 
To wield the peaceful fword, by John ercwhile 
Forc'd from its fcabbard ; and with burni(h'd lance 
£(Iay the £ivage cure, domeftic war ! 
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And now ibme nobler fpirits chas'd the mift 
Of general darknefs. G&osted * now adom'd 
The mitred wreath he wore, with lealbn's fword 
Staggering deluiion's frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome's interdi£b expiring calm, refign'd 
No vulgar foul^ that dar'd to Heav'n appeal I 
But ah this fertile glebe^ this fair domain 
Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hands 
Of monks libidinous; ere Edward's care 
The lavifh hand of death-bed fear reftrain'd. 
Yet was he clear of fuperftition's taint ? 
He too, mifdeemful of his wholeibme law, 
£v'n he, expiring, gave his treafured gold 
To fatten monks on Salem's diftant foil ! 

Yes, the third Edward's breafl, to papal fivay 
So little prone, and fierce in honour's cauie, 
Cou'd fuperftition quell ! before the tow'rs 
Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 
He drops the fword, and figns ignoble peace I 

« Bifliop*of Lincoln, called Malleus Romanoruni. 



^5? MORAL PIECES*. 

But ftill the night by Romifh art difFus'd 
CoUe&s her clouds, and with flow pace recedes; 
When, by foft Bourdeau's braver queen approv*d, 
BoldWicKLiFF rofe: and while the bigot pow'r 
Amidfl her native darknefs fl^ulk'd fecure. 
The demon vanifh'd as he fpread the day. 
So from his bofom Cacus breath*d of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of fmoke 
Secure awhile his recreant life fuftain'd : 
'Till fam'd Alcides, o*er his fubtleft wiles 
Viftorious, cheer'd the ravag'd nations round. 

Hail, honor'd Wicklipf! enterprizing fage ! 
An Epicurus in the caufe of truth ! 
For 'tis not radiant funs, the jovial hours 
Of youthful fpring, an aether all ierene, 
Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 
Can chafe religious gloom ! 'Tis reafon, thought, 
The light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 
And (hed$ its beams on heav'n's myfterious way ! 
As yet thb light but glimmer'd, and again 
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Error prcvaird ; while kings by force uprai«*d 
Let loofc the rage of bigots on their foe«, 
And (eek affe^ion by the dreadful boon 
Of licensed murder. Ev'n the kindeft prince^ 
The moft extended breafl, the royal Hal ! 
All unrelenting heard the Lollards' cry 
fiurft hem the center of remorfeleis flames ; 
Their fkrieks endur'd ! O ^in to martial praifef 
When Cob HAM, gen'rous as the noble peer 
That wears his honors, paid the fatal price 
Of virtue blooming, ere the florms were laid ! 

'Twas thus, alternate, truth's precarious flame 
Decay'd ;or flourifli'd. With malignant eye 
The pontiff law Br itan n ia's golden fleece, 
Once all his -own, invefl; her worthier Tons ! 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains. 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful fway ! 
Eflay'd his utmofl; art, and inly own'd 
No labours bore proportion to the prize. 
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So wlien the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
The firfl fiir pattern of the female frame, 
All nature's beauties in one form difplay'd, 
And centering there, in wild amaze he flood ; 
Then only envying heav'n's creative hand : 
Wifli'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled ev^ry fhare. 

And vain were reafon, courage, learning, all, 
Till pow'r accede : till Tu dor's wild caprice 
Smile on their caufe ; Tudor, whofe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beft of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Then Wolsey role, by nature form'd to feek 
Ambition's trophies, by addrefs to win. 
By temper to enjoy — whofe humbler birth 
Taught the gay fcenes of pomp to dazzle more* 

Then from it's tow'ring height with horrid found 
Rufh'd the proud abby. Then the vaulted roofis 
Tom from their walls, difclos'd the wanton fccne 
Of monkifh chadity ! Each angry friar 
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Crawl'd from his bedded flrumpety muttering low 
An ineiFe£bual curie. The pervious nooks 

I That, ages paft, conveyed the guileful pried 
To play fome image on the gaping crowd, 
I Imbibe the novel day -light ; and expofe 
Obvious, the fraudful engin'ry of Rome* 
As tho* this op'ning earth to nether realms 
Shou'd flafh meridian day, the hooded race 
Shudder abaOi'd to find their cheats difplay'd : 
And confcious of their guilt, and pleas'd to wave 
I Its fearful meed, refign'd their fair domain* 
Nor yet iupine, nor void of rage, retired 
The peft gigantic ; whole revengeful ftroke 
Tinged the red annals of Maria's reign. 
When from the tendered breafl, each wayward prieft 
Cou'd banifh mercy and implant a fiend ! 
When cruelty the fun'ral pyre uprear'd. 
And bound religion there, and fir'd the bale ! 
When the lame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in ev'ry hce 
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Triumphant faith appeared, and fmiling hope* ^ 
O bled Eliza ! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome ; 
Driv'n to the verge of Albion, linger'd there. 
Then with her James receding, caft behind 
One angry frown, and fought more fervile climes. 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continued tafk 
Of righteous havoc, cov'ring difbnt fields 
With the wrought remnants of the fliatter'd pik» 
While thro' the land the mufing pilgrim fees 
A tra^ of brighter green, and in the midfl 
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown'd ; 
Or gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 
Now but of ufe to grace a rural fcene ; 
To bound our viflas, and to glad the fbns 
Of George's reign, rcfcrv'd for fairer times! 
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LOVE AND HONOR. 

Sed tuque Medorumjiivce, ditiffima terra 
Nee pulcher Ganges^ atque auro turbid%s Hamus^ 
Laudibus Angligenum certent : non Bailra, nee It/di, 
Totaque turriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis. 

IMITATION. 

Yet let not Median woods (abundant traft!) 
Nor Ganges * fair, nor Haemus t, mifer-like. 
Proud of his hoarded gold, prefume to vie 
With Britain's boaft and praifc ; nor Perfian Baftra jly 
Nor India's coafls, nor all Panchaia's § fands, 
Rich, and exulting in their lofty towers. 

Jul £T the green olive glad Hefperian fhores ; 
Her tawny citron,, and her orange-groves, 
Thefe let Iberia boad ; but if in vain, 
To win the ftranger plant's diflfiifive fmile. 
The Briton labours, yet our native mindsi 

♦ Ganges-^t\it grcatcft river, which divides the Indies in two ptrtf. 

f /f«r««i— an high mountein dividing Thrace and Thcflaly. 

% Baffra-^the Badlrianf , provincials of Perfia. 

{ Panchaia^^ country of Arabia Felix, fruitful in frankincenfc, 
and various fpices, remarkable alfo for its many towerii and Xo&j 
buildings. 

Vol. II. is 
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Our conftant bofoms, thefe, the dazzled world 
May view with envy ; thele, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt edeem and fond defire. 

Hapleis Elvira! thy difaflrous fate 
May well this truth explain ; nor ill adorn 
The Britifh lyre ; then chiefly, if the mufe, 
Nor vain nor partial, from the fimple guife 
Of ancient record catch the peniive lay ; 
And in lefs groveling accents give to fame. 
Elvira ! lovcliefl maid ! th' Iberian realm 
Could boaft no purer breaft, no fprightlicr mind, 
No race more fplendent, and no form fo fair. 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleis maid, 
In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the fpoil 
Of Britifh viftors, vift'ry's noblcfl pride ! 
She, (he alone, amid the wailful train 
Of captive maids, aflign'd to Henry's care ; 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame I 

He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
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Where freedom's cheerful radiance fhines no morey 
Eflay'd to foftcn ; confcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to wafte its fleeting hours 
In (bme dim fort, by foreign rule reftrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day ! 

Sometimes, to cheat her bofom of its cares, 
Her kind proteftor numbered o'er the toils 
Himfelf had worn : the frowns of angry feas, 
Or hoflile rage, or faithlcfn friend, more fell 
Than dorm or foe : if haply fhe might find 
Her cares diminifh'd ; fruitlcfs, fond eflfay ! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modefl awe 
The tender lute he gave ; (he not averie, 
Nor deftitute of (kill, with willing hand 
Call'd forth angelic drains ; the facred debt 
Of gratitude, (he faid ; whofe jufl commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Nor to the melting founds the nymph refused 
Her vocal art ; harmonious, as the flrain 
Of i6mc imprifon'd lark, who daily cheer'd 
S a 
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By guardian cares, repays them with a fong : 
Nor droops, nor deems fwect liberty re(ign'd. 

The fong, not artlefs, had fhe fram'd to paint 
Difaftrous pafGon ; how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuftom fway'd, fome foft-cy'd fair 
Lov'd only one : nor dar'd that love reveal ! 
How the foft anguifh banifh'd from her cheek 
The damafk rofe full-blown ; a fever came ; 
And from her bofom forc'd the plaintive talc 
Then, fwift as light, he fought the love-lorn maid, 
But vainly fought her ; torn by fwifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle fbade, 
Love's mournful viftims on the plains below. 

Sometimes, as fancy fpoke the pleaiing talk, 
She taught her artful needle to difplay 
The various pride of fpring : then fwift upfprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe : 
There might you fee, on gentle toils intent, 
A train of bufy loves ; fome pluck the flow'r. 
Some twine the garland, fome with grave grimace 
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Around a vacant warrior caft the wreath* 

Twas paint, 'twas life ! and fure to piercing eyes 

The warrior's face depifhir'd Henry's mien. 

Now had the gen'rous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal fcroll, which to their native home 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 
Reftor'd the captives* Forth with rapid hafle 
To glad his fair Elvira's ear, he fprung ; 
Fir'd by the blifs he panted to convey ; 
But fir'd in vain ! Ah ! what was his amaze. 
His fond diftrels, when o'er her pallid hce 
Deje£lion reign'd, and from her lilelels hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfinifh'd flow'r ! 
Speechlefs flie flood ; at length with accents feint, 
^ Well may my native fKore, (he faid, refound 
** Thy monarch's praife ; and ere Elvira prove 
« Of thine forgetful, flow'rs fhall ceafe to fed 
" The fofl'ring breeze, and nature change her laws !** 

And now the grateful edi£l wide alarm'd 
The Britifh hoft. Around the fmiling youths 
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Called to their native fcenes, with willing hafle 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each bofom to its native foil. 
The patriot paflion ! ftrong in ev'ry clime 
How juftly theirs, who find no foreign fweets 
To diflipatc their loves, or match their own. 

Not fo Elvira ! fhe, difaflrous maid, 
Was douhly captive ! pow'r nor chance cou'd loo 
The fubtle bands ; fhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry fmil'd, 
Cou'd term her native fhore ; her native fliore 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly fband, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn! a deiert wafte and wild* 

The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fiU'd 
The fwelling fails, the glitt'ring tranfports wav'd 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons' azure wing 
With flight aufpicious flcim'd the placid main. 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th' officious wind, the tempting fea, 
And wifh'd a florm as mercilefs, as tore 
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Her laboring bofom* Fondly now ftic ftrovc 
To baniOi paflion ; now the valTal days. 
The captive moments that fo fmoothly pad. 
By many an art recalled ; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call'd the fav'rite founds 
Which Henry deign'd to praiie; and now eifay'd 
With mimic chains of filken fillets wove 
To paint her captive flate ; if any fraud 
Might to her love the pleadng fcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feafl the foul. 

But now the chief retum'd ; prepared to launch 
On ocean's willing breafl, and bid adieu 
To his fair prisoner. She, foon as fhe heard 
I His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
' The raging flame ; but with a fpreading blufh, 
And rifing figh, the latent pang difclos'd. 

*♦ Yes, gen'rous youth ! I (ec thy bofom glow 
With virtuous tranfport, that the tafk is thine 
To (blve my chains ; and to my weeping friends, 
And every longing relative, reftore 
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A (bft-ey'd maid, a mild otteacdcb prey ! 
But know, my ibldicTy never youthful mind, 
Torn from the bvifh joys of wild expence 
By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound 
To languiih out his bloom, could match the pain 
This ill-ftar'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What call I freedom ? is it that thde limbs 
From rigid bolts (ecure, may wander far 
From him I love ? Alas ! ere I may boad 
That facred blefTing, fome fuperior pow'r 
To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones, 
Mufl loofe my padion, mud unchain my foul. 
£v'n that I loath ; all liberty I loath 2 
But mofl the joylefs privilege to gaze 
With cokl indifference, where defert is love. 

True, I was bom an alien to thofe eyes 
I afk alone to pleafe ; my fortune's crime ! 
And ah ! this flattered form by drefs endeared 
To Spanilh eyes, by drefs may thine offend^ 
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Whilft I, ill.fated maid! ordain'd to ftrive 
With cuflom's load, beneath its weight expire. 

Yet Henry's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquiQi me ; his fonn, howe'er difguis'd, 
To me were fatal ! no fantaftic robe 
That e*cr caprice invented, cuftom wore, 
Or folly (mird on, cou'd eclipfe thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune placed 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's warmeft plea 
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires ; 
My tendered glances, but the fpecious flow'n 
That (hade the viper while flie plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breafty 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enfnare ? 
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter fmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heav'n fearch my foul, and if thro' all its cells 
Lurk the pernicious drop of pois'nous guile | 
Full on my fencelefs head its phial'd wrath 
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May fate exhaufl ; and for my happieft hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee ! 

Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I gaz'd^ and reafon foon difpelPd 
Dim error's gloom^ and to thy favor'd ifle 
Aflign'd its total merit, unreQrain'd. 
Oh ! lovely region to the candid eye! 
'Twas there my fancy faw the virtues dwell. 
The loves, the graces play ; and bleft the foil 
That nurtured thee ! for fure the virtues form'd 
Thy gen'rous breaft ; the loves, the graces plan'd 
Thy (hapely limbs* Relation, birth effay'd 
Their partial pow'r in vain : again I gaz'd. 
And Albion's ifle appear'd, amidfl a trad: 
Of favage wafles, the darling of the ikies ! 
And thou by nature form'd, by fate aflign'd 
To paint the genius of thy native fhore. 

'Tis true, with flow'rs, with many a dazzling fcenc 
Of bumifh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 
Iberia glows : but ah ! the genial fun^ 



I 
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That gilds the lemon's fruit, or fccnts the flow'r, 
On Spanifh minds, a nation's nobler boafl; ! 
Beams forth ungentle influences. There 
Sits jealoufy enthroned, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his (low-confuming fires. 
Not fuch thy charming region ; long before 
My fweet experience taught me to decide 
Of Englifh worth, the found had pleas'd mine ear. 
Is there that favage coaft, that rude (bjoum 
Stranger to Britifh worth ? the worth which forms 
The kindefl friends ; the moft tremendous foes ; 
Firft, beft fupports of liberty and love ! 
No, let fubje£ied India, while (he throws 
O'er Spanifh deeds the veil, your praife refound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in flory read 
Of Englifh fame, my bias'd partial breafl 
Wifh'd them fuccefs, and happiefl fhe, I cry'd, 
Of women happiefl fhe, who fhares the love, 
The fame, the virtues of an Englifh lord. 
And now what fhall I fay ? bleft be the hour 
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Your fair-built veflels touch'd th' Iberian {hores : 
Bleft did I fay the time ? if I may blefs 
That lov'd event, let Henry's fmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueft ? will he flight 
The foft endearments of the lovelier fpoil ? 
And yet Iberia's Tons with every vow 
Of .lading faith, have fwom thefe humble charms 
Were not excell'd ; the fource of all their pins, 
And love her juft defert, who fues for love j 
But fues to thee, while natives figh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Diflent from his) it fpreads an hateful flain 
On honed fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himfelf, with all the pointed pains 
That dofc his quiver, fhall feduce my foul 
From honor's laws. £l v i r a once deny'd 
A confort'sname, more fwift than lightning flies^ 



1 
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When elements difcordant vex the fky^ 
Shall bluQiing from the form (he loves retire* 

Yet if the fpecious wi(h the vulgar voice 
Hu titled prudence, fways a foul like thine, 
In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipfes me ? Nor paint the dreary dorms 
I Or hair-breadth fcapes that haunt the boundlefs deep^ 
And force from tender eyes the iilent tear ; 
When mem'ry to the pcnfive maid fuggefts 
In full contraft, the (afe domeflic fcene 
For thefe refign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
Of conquering heroes brave, the female mindy 
When fleel'd by love, in love's mod horrid way 
Beholds not danger, or beholding fcoms. 
Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love.'* 
She ceas'd, and ere his uords her fate decreed| 
Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye : 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender fphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithlefs hopes infpir'd* 

« Forgive me, gen'rous maid, the youth retum'd| 
If by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bote 
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To let fuch fweethefs plead, alas ! in vain ! 

Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 

Of folid blifs, or happieft love beftow. 

But ere from native fiiores I plough'd the main. 

To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 

Alone endear *d, my plighted vows I gave. 

To guard my faith, whatever chance ftiould wait 

My warring fword : if conqueft, fame and fpoil 

Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 

The glitt'ring treafure, and the laurel wreath ; 

Enjoying conquefl then, and fame and fpoil. 

If fortune frown'd adverfe ; and death forbade 

The bliisful union, with my latcd breath 

To dwell on Med way's and Maria's name* 

This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul 

No dz^gers tore ; this vow my bofom fir'd 

To conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy. 

Her fhall I leave, with fair events elate. 

Who crown'd mine humblefl fortune with her lov< 

Hpr (hall I leave, who now perchance alone 



I 
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Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my (low return ? 
And fhall that vcffel, whofe approaching fails 
Shall fwell her bread with extafies, convey 
Death to her hopes, and anguifli to her foul ? 
No! may the deep my villain-corfe devour, 
If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal, 
If all the charms Iberian maids difclofe, 
If thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all! 
Thus far prevail — nor can thy virtuous bread 
Demand, what honor, faith, and love denies." 
" Oh ! happy (he, rejoin'd the pen(ive maid, 
Who (hares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love ! 
And be (he happy ! thy diftingui(h*d choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewel my lucklefs hopes, my flatt'ring dreams 
Of rapt'rous days ! my guilty fuit, farewel ! 
Yet fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the random (haft 
Of cenfure pierce with me th* Iberi m dames : 
They love with caution, and with happier ftars. 
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And oh ! by pity mov'd, reftrain the taunts 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame; 
By merit rais'd ; by gratitude approv'd ; 
By hope conErm'd ; with artlefs truth reveal'd ; 
Let, let me lay, but for one matchleis maid 
Of happier birthi with mutual ardor crown'd. 

Thefe radiant gems, which bumifli happineia, 
But mock mbfortune, to thy favorite's hand 
With care convey. And well may fuch adorn 
Her cheerful front, who finds in thee alone 
The fource of every tranfport ; but difgrace 
My penfive bread, which doom'd to lading woe, 
In thee the fource of ev'ry bli(s rcfign. 

And now farewel, thou darling youth I the gem 
Of Engliih merit ! peace, content, and joy. 
And tender hopes, and young defires, farewel ! 
Attend, ye fmiling train, this gallant mind 
Back to his native (hores ; there fweetly fmooth 
His ev'ning pillow ; dance around his groves ; 
And, where he treads, with vi'leU paint his way. 
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But leave Elvira ! leave her, now no more 
Your frail companion ! in the iacred cells 
Of fome lone cloifler let me fhroud my fbame : 
There, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour 
My conftant orifons. The wanton loves 
And gay defires fhall fpy the glimm'ring tow'rs. 
And wing their flight aloof : but reil confirmed 
That never (hall Elvira's tongue conclude 
Her fhorteil pray'r ere Henry's dear fucceis 
The warmeft accent of her zeal employ." 

Thus fpoke the weeping fair, whofe artlefs mind 
Impartial fcorn'd to model her eftcem 

I By native cufloms ; drefs, ahd face, and air, 
And manners, left ; nor yet refolv'd in vain. 
He, bound by prior love, the folemn vow 
Civ'n and received, to foft compaflion gave 
A tender tear ; then with that kind adieu 
Efteem could warrant, weary *d heav'n with prayVi 
To (hield that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

I He ceas'd, and to the cloifter's penfive fcenc 
Elvira fhap'd her folitary way. 
Vol. II. T 
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THE SCHOOL-MISTRESS. i 

IN IMITATION OF SPENSER. 

Attditxvccs^ vagitus & ingenSf 
InfoMtumjue anmctJlciUes in limine prim* Vikg* 

IMITATION. 

And mingled (bunds and infiint plaints we hear, 
That pierce the entiance flirilli and wound the tender 
ear. 

XXH me! full fordy is my heart forlorn, 
To think how modcft worth negleQwi lies ; 
While partial fame doth with her blads adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguife ; 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize: 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs ! let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies ; 
Such as I oft have chaunced to efpy, 
Loft in the dxeaxy (hades of dull obfcurity. 



Vol ll.l*»ffe s-j^. 
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In ev'ry village mark'd with little fpire, 
EmbowVd in trees, and hardly known to fame^ 
There dwells, in lowly fhed, and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we fchool-midrefs name ; 
Who boafts unruly brats with birch to tame ; 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow*r of this relentlcis dame ; 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 
For unkempt hair, or talk unconn'd, are forcly fhent. 

And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ftowe ; 
Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee, 
Tho' now fo wide its waving branches flow ; 
And work the fimple vafTals mickle woe ; 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs fhudder'd, and their pulfe beat low ; 
And as they look'd they found their horror grew. 
And fhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 
T 2 
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So have I feen (who has not, may conceive; ) 
A lifdefs phantom near a garden placM i 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave^ 
Of fport, of fong, of pleafare, of repaft ; 
They ftart, they ftare, they wheel, they look agba 
Sad fervitude ! fuch comfortlefs annoy 
May no ix>ld Briton's riper age e'er tafle ! 
Ne fuperftition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viiion empty, vain, his native bliis deftroy« 

Near to this dome is found a patch fo green. 
On which the tribe their gambols do difplay ; 
And at the door imprisoning board is ieen. 
Led weakly wights of iinaller fize fhould ftray ; 
Eager, perdie, to bafk in funny day ! 
The noifes intermixed, which thence refound. 
Do learning's little tenement betray : 
Where fits the dame, difguis'd in look profound. 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel aroui 
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Her cap, far whiter than the driven (hoWy 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield : 
Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe. 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field : 
And in her hand» for fcepter^ (he does wield 
Tway birchin fprays ; with anxious fear ent^n'd, - 
With dark diftruft, and fad repentance fUl'd ; 
And fledfafl hate, and (harp affli6):ion join'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd^ and chaftiiement unkind. 

Few but have kcn*d, in femblance meet pourtray'd, 
The childiih faces of old Eol's traiii ; 
Libs, Notus, Auster*: thefe in frowns amy'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or fky, or maini 
Were the flem god to give his flaVes the rein ? 
And were not fhe rebellious breads to queU, 
And wei-e not fhe her ilatutes to maintain. 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell. 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 
"» The fouth-weft wind, foutb, &c. &c. 
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A ruHet ftolc was o'er her fhouldcrs thrown ; 
A ruflet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air ; 
Twas (imple rufTet, but it was her own ; 
*Twas her own country bred the flock fo hir ; 
*Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And| footh to fay, her pupils, rang'd around. 
Thro' pious awe, did term it pafling rare ; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound. 
And thhiky no doubt, fhe been the greateft wight on 
ground. 

.Albeit ne flatt'ry did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear ; 
Goody, good-woman, goflip, n'aunt, forfooth, 
Or dame, the fole additions fhe did hear ; 
Yet thefe fhe challenged, thefe fhe held right dear : 
Ne would efleem him a£l as mought behove, 
Who fhould not honor'd eld with thefe revere : 
For never title yet fo mean could prove. 
But there was eke a mind that did that title love. 
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One ancient hen fhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the bufy dame ; 
Which, ever and anon, impcird by need. 
Into her fchool^ begirt with chickens, came ; 
Such favor did her pad deportment claim : 
And, if negle6b had lavifh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, (he would colle6b the fame; 
For well fhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 
What fin it were to wade the fmalled crumb fhe 
found. 

Herbs too (he knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That in her garden fip'd the fdv'ry dew ; 
Where no vain flow'r difclos'd a gaud^ flreak ; 
But herbs for ule, and phyfic, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within thofe borders grew : 
The tufted bafil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Frefh baum, and mary-gold of cheerful hue ; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 
And more I fain would fing, difdaining here to rhyme* 
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Yet euphnfy may not be left unfung. 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around ; 
And pungent ndifli, biting infimt's tongue ; 
And plantain libb'd, that heab the reaper's wound ; 
And maajYam fweet, in ihepherds pofie found ; 
And lavender, whole fpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, eie-while^ in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidft the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare perfume. 

And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintieft garden of the proudeft peer ; 
Ere, driven from its cnvy'd (itc, it found 
A (acred fhelter for its branches here ; 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring fkirts appear. 
Oh waifel days ! O cuftoms meet and well ! 
Ere this was banifh'd from its lofty fpheie: 
Simjjicity then fought this humble cell. 
Nor ever would fhe more with thane and lordling dwell. 
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Here oft the dame, on (abbath's decent eve^ 
Hymned fuch pfalms as Stern hold forth did xaete^ 
If winter 'twere, fhe to her hearth did cleave ; 
But in her garden found a fummer feat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat . 
How Israel's ions, beneath a foveign kingi 
While taunting foe-men did a fong intreat, 
All, for the nonce, untuning ev'ry ftring, 
Uphung their ufelefs lyres — fmall heart had they to fiog. • 

For (he was juft, and friend to virtuous loi^ 
And pais'd much time in truly virtuons deed; 
And, in thofie elfins' ears, would of^ deplore 
The times, when truth by popifh nga didUeed ; 
And tortious death was true devotfon't meod ; 
And fimple faith in iron chains did moum. 
That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny faints in fmould'ring flames did 
Ah! deareft Lord, forefend,thilk days fhoulde*! 
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In elbow chair, like that of Scottiffa ftem 
^ By the (harp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd. 
In ivhich, when he receives his diadem, 
Our {6v reign prince and liefeft liege is plac'd. 
The matron fate ; and (bme with rank flie grac'd, 
(The Iburce of children's and of courtier's pride !:) 
Redref&'d a&onts, for vile ai&onts there pafs'd ; 
And wam'd them not the fretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide.^ 

Right well (he knew each temper to defcry ; 
To thwart the pvoud, and the §ahmiSa to raife ; 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And fome entice with pittance (mall of praife ; 
And other fome with baleful fprig ihe 'firays : 
£v'n abfent, ihe the reins of pow'r doth hold) 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd {he fwajn ; 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
Twill whlfper in her ear, and all the fcenc unfold. 
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Lo now with ftate (he utters the command I 
Eftfoons the urchins to their talks repair ; 
Their books of fbture fmalL they take in hand. 
Which with pellucid horn fecured are ; 
To fave from fingers wet the letters fair : 
The work fo gay, that on their back is feen, 
St. George's high atchievements does declare ; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleafing fight, I ween I 

Ah lucklefs he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil ftar ! it irks me whilft I write ! 
As erft the ♦ bard by Mulla's filvcr Atcxatf 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he fung, and did in tears indite. 
For brandifhing the rod, (he doth begin 
To looie the brogues, the (Irippling's late delight { 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty (kin. 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteft ermilin* 
* Spikscr. 
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O ruthful fcenei when from a noolc obicixre^ 

His little (ifter doth his peril fee : 
All playful as fhe fate^ £he grows demure ; 
She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee ; 
She meditates a pray'r to fet him free : 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her iad grief that fwells in either eye. 
And wrings '^er fo that all for pity fhe could die. 

No longer can fhe now her fhrieks command ; 
And hardly fhe forbears thro' aweful fear, 
To ruftien forth, and, with prefumptuous hand^ 
To ftay harfti juftice in its mid career. 
On thee flie calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the fhameful blow !) 
She fees no kind domeflic vifage near. 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 
And gives a loofe at lad to unavailing woe. 
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But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
' Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous fhow'r that does his cheek diftain ? 
When he, in abjeft wife, implores the dame^ 
Ne hopeth aught of fwcet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high (he levek well her aim, 
And, thro' the thatch, his cries each falling ftroke pro- 
claim* 

The other tribe, aghaft, with fore difmay, 
Attend, and conn their tafks with mickle care : 
By turns, aflony'd, ev'ry twig furvcy, 
And, from their fellow's hateful wounds, beware; 
Knowing, I will) how each the fame may ihare ; 
'Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair ; 
Whence oft with fugar'd cates flie doth 'cm greet, 
And ginger-bread y-rare; now, certes, doubly fweot! 



ft86 MORAL PI£CES. 

See to their feats they hye with meny glee, 
And in heleemly order (itten there ; 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 
Abhorreth bench and ilool, and fourm, and chair ; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair ;) 
And eke wHh fnubs profound, and heaving breaft, 
Convuliions intermitting 1 does declare 
His grievous wrong ; his dame's unjuft beheft ; 
-And (corns her offered love, and (huns to be carels'd. 

His face befprent with liquid cryftal (hines, 
His blooming face that feems a purple flow'r, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines^ 
All fmear'd and fuUy'd by a vernal fhow'r. 
O the hard bofoms of defpotic pow'r \ 
All, all, but fhe^ the author of his Hiame, 
All,^ all, but (he, regret this mournful hour : 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r, Ihall 
claim. 
If ib I deem arighti tranfeending worth and fame* 
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Behind fome door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindlels of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 
Ne for his fellow's joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment reflgns ; 
And deems it fhame, if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a fallen look afcance is fent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deiigns ; 
And ftill the more to pleafure him file's bent. 
The more doth he, perverfe, her haviour paft rdent. 

Ah mei how much I fear led pride it be! 
But if that pride it be, which thus infpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice difcernment &e^ 
Ye quench not too the fparks of nobler fires : 
Ah ! better far than all the mufes' lyres. 
All coward arts, is valour's gen'rous heat ; 
The firm fixt bread which fit and right requires^ 
Like Vernon's patriot foul ; more jufUy great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falfe deceit*. 



Yet nuxs'd with fkill^ what dazzling firuits appear! 
Ev'n now iagacious fbreflght points to fhow 
A little bench of heedlefs bifhops here, 
And there a chancellour in embryo^ 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo^ 
AsMilto2I>.Shakespear, names that ne'er fhall die! 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low, 
Nor weetlng how the mufe ihou'd ibar on high, 
WJihetfa, poor Aarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly* 

And this perhaps, >yho, censoring the defign. 
Low lays the houfe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be! if rigid fates incline, 
And many an epic to his rage fhall yield ; 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field ; 
And, four'd by age, profound he (hall appear, 
A» he who now with Tdainful fury thrill'd 
Surveys mine work ; and levels many a fheer. 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cric% " What fluff is 
here ?" 
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But now Dan Phcebus gains the middle (kic, 
And liberty unbars her prifon-door ; 
And like a rufhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the grafly cirque han cover *d o'er 
With boift'rous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thoufand ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heav'n fhield their fhort-liv*d paftiraes, I implore ! 
For well may freedom, erft fo dearly won. 
Appear to Britifh elf more gladfome than the fun. 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your fportivc trade, 
And chafe gay flies, and cull the faireft flow'rs ; 
For when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid ; 
For never may ye tafte more carelefs hours 
In knightly caftles, or in ladies bow'rs. 
O vain to feek delight in earthly thing ! 
But mod in courts where proud ambition tow'rs ; 
Deluded wight ! who weens feir peace can fpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kcfar or of king. 
Vol. II. U 
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See in each fprite foxne various bent appear ! 
Thefe rudely carol mod incondite lay ; 
Thofc faunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the (hanger pafHng on his way ; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; 
Some to the Handing lake their courfes bend, 
With pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play ; 
Thilk to the huxtcr's fav'ry cottage tend, 
In paftry kings and queens th' allotted mite to fpend. 

Here, as each feafon yields a difierent (lore, 
Each feafon's ftores in order ranged been ; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th' unmoney'd wight, are feen ; 
And goofe-b'rie clad in b'v'ry red or green ; 
And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 
O may no wight e'er pennyleis come there, 
Left finit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care ! 
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Sec ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty'd, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 
With pamper 'd look draw little eyes afide ; 
And muft be bought, tho' penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, 
And here each feafon, do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofe honor'd names th' inventive city own, 
Rendering thro* Britain's ifle Salopia's praifes known.* 

Admir'd Salop ia ! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam*d for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 
Her daughters lovely, and her ilriplings brave : 
Ah ! midft the reft, may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whofc art did firft thefe dulcet cates difplay ! 
A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 
Who cheerlefs o'er her darkling region flray ; 
'Till rcafon's morn arife, and light them on their way. 
* Shrewsbury cakes. 

THE END* 
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